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PREFACE. 



The poetical mifcellany now ofibred to the 
public was originally ihtended to comprize, 
within the compafs of one volume, all the 
moil beautiful fmall poems which had been 
publiihed in this country during the fixteenth 
and feventeenth centuries ; and it was con- 
ceived that, by clailing thd feveral authors 
under the reigns in which they flouriihed, the 
colle£tion would unite ^the advantages of a 
poetical common-place book with thofe of 
a hiftory of Englifli poetry. Perhaps thefe 
purpofes may be in fame meafure anfwered 
even by the prefent imperfedl collection ; but 
the completion of the publiiher's plan has 
been prevented by the difficulty of procuring 
a fufficient ftdck of materials. 

The regularity and harmony of ftyle, and 
the minute attention to the artifice of com- 
pofition which were introduced by the au- 
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thors of Queen Anne's reign, produced in the 
public fuch a delicacy and even faftidioufntfs 
of tafte, as could not be gratified by the irre- 
gular compofitions of our early poets, who 
therefore foon fell into difrepute, and were 
in a little time configned to oblivion. The 
difufe of the black letter contributed, perhaps, 
to this revolution in tafte. Of thofe works 
which had been printed in that antiquated 
chara£ter, a very few copies, becoming va- 
luable from their fcarcity^ efcaped into the ca- 
binets of literary colledors, where they are fe- 
cure indeed againil farther infult, but are at 
the fame time inacceflible to the curioiity of 
the public. 

It has been lamented by many lovers of 
poetry, that, when a general and uniform 
edition of our poets was publifhed under the 
aufpices of Dr. Johnfon, no effort was made 
in favour of thefe antiquated writers. It 
fliould feem, that the direAor of that lite- 
rary apotheofis might have recommended to 
public notice the works of Surrey, Wyat, 
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Sidney, Raleigh, and the feveral contributors 
to our earlier mifcellanies, as juftly and as 
fuccefsfully as thofe of Blackmore, Sprat, and 
Yalden. The opportunity, however, is now 
loft, and is not likely to be foon recovered. 

To thofe who poflefs a complete poetical 
library, the following colle6lion will, of 
courfe, be ufelefs : it is a mere common- 
place book, and very imperfeft ; but, it is 
hoped, far lefs fo than any other of the fame 
fize. It is confined to fmall poems only ; 
becaufe it was apprehended that thefe would 
be more pleafing than extracts and fragments, 
and would tend equally to charaAerize the 
manner of the feveral authors. The tafk of 
fele£l:ion too was much eafier ; for any man 
can appreciate the merit of natural thoughts 
conveyed in natural language, whereas in- 
fpiration is a fupernatural agent, and what 
in one age pafles for fublime, may in ano? 
ther be only confidered as abfurd^ 



iv PREFACE. 

Poems of the ballad kind have been onut* 
ted, becaufe they feem lefs conne&ed with 
the hiftory of our poetry, than with that of 
our ancient manners and cuftoms. For this 
ireafon too, the longefl are fcarcely fufcep- 
tible of abridgment, and their number is not 
fo confiderable as to require fele&ion. It is 
to be wiihed that more of them may be dif* 
covered, particularly in the clafs of metrical 
romances, as even the oldeft of thofe in profe 
;ire claimed as the property of o^er nations. 

As many of the names which occur in this 
volume will probably not be familiar to the 
general cla(s of readers, it, might be expe&ed 
that the fpecimens of each author fliould be 
preceded by fome account of his life and 
writings: but it was thought unnecef&ry to 
attempt what has been already executed in 
the bed and moft popular of our modem mif- 
cellanies. A fufHcient account of all the 
Britifli poets may be found either in Percy s 
Collcdion ; or in Jfcadley 's Sele£i Beauties •f 
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ancient Englijh Poetry ; or in Pinkerton's 
Scottifh Ballads and Poems. 

It is neceffary to mention, that the com* 
piler has taken the liberty of adopting through- 
out the orthography of the prefent time. He 
conceives, that, although fome of the varia- 
tions which have taken place in our mode of 
fpelling may have been dilated by caprice, 
the greater number were adopted with a view 
to prevent ambiguity, and that it is no injury 
to his authors to render them more intelli- 
gible. 

The freedom which has been taken in fup- 
prefling not only feveral lines, but occafion- 
ally very long paflages in a poem, is certainly 
inexcufable, if it fliall be found to have been 
injudicioufly exercifed : but, on this point, 
the reader's opinion will probably be decided 
rather by the merit of what is preferved, than 
by any apology that could be offered in a pre- 
face. 
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I 

LORD SURREY. 



HENRY H JVARD, Earl of Surrey, uconfideredtu the frf 
Englijb clajftc. His Poems, together ivitb tbofe of Sir Ihmat 
Wyatj the elder, and tbofe of tmcertain authors, voere puUiJhed 
hy Tattel, in ISSJy ""^ ^S^S' fatisfaShry account of 

the contributors to this curious mifcellany nuy be found in the 
third volume of JVartons Hijlory of Englijb Poetry. ToitteVs 
editions are now extremely fcarce, and even the copy of them 
printed in 1717, in 0£iavo, is not very common. 

Give place, )re lovers; here before 
That fpent your boafts and brags in vain ; 
My lady's beauty pafleth more 
The beft of yours, I dare well faine, 
'ITian doth the fun the candle light. 
Or brighteft day the darkeft night. 

And thereto hath a truth as juft. 
As had Penelope the fair ; 
For what ftie faith, ye may it truft. 
As it by writing (ealed were. 
And virtues hath ftie many moe 
Than I with pen have (kill to Ihow. 

I could rehearfe, if that I would. 
The whole effeft of nature's plaint; 
When Ihe had loft the perfed mould. 
The like to whom Ihe could not paint. 
With wringing hands how Ihe did cry ! 
And what Ihe faid I know it, I : 
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I know fhe fwore, with raging mind. 
Her kingdom only fet apart. 
There was no lofs by law of kind. 
That could have gone fo near her heart ; 
And this was chiefly all her pain. 
She could not make the like again, 

Sith Nature thus gave her the praiie. 
To be the chiefeft work Ihe wrought ; 
In faith, methinks, fome better ways 
On your behalf might well be fought. 
Than to compare (as ye have done) 
To match the candle with the fun. 



ODE. 

The foote feafon, that bud and bloom forth brings. 
With green hath ckd the hill, and eke the vale ; 
The nightingale, with feathers new, fhe fings. 
The turtle to her mate hath told her tale. 
Summer is come : for every fpray now fprings. 
The hart hath hung his old head on the pale ; 
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings. 
The fiflies float, with new repaired fcale ; 
The adder all her flough away (he flings ; 
The fwift fwallow purfueth the flies fmall ; 
The bufy bee, her honey now flie mings. 
Winter is gone, that was the flower's bale; 
And thus I fee, among thefe pleafant things, 
£ach care decays, and yet my forrow fprings ! 
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SIR THOMAS WTAT. 

Your looks fb often caft. 
Your eyes fo friendly roll'd» 
Your fight fixed fi> fail. 
Always one to behold ; 
Tho' hide it fain ye would. 
It plainly doth declare. 
Who hath your heart in hold. 
And where good-will ye bear. 

Fain would ye find a cloak 
Your burning fire to hide. 
Yet both the flame and fmoke 
Breaks out on every fide. 
Ye cannot love fo guide 
That it no ifTue win ; 
Abroad needs mud it glide 
That burns fo hot within. 



Since love will needs that I muft love. 

Of very force I muft agree : 

And fince no chance may it remove. 

In wealth and in adverfity, 

I fhall always myfelf apply. 

To ferve and fufier patiently. 
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Though for good- will I find but hate. 
And Cruelty my life to wafte> 
And though that ftill a wretched ftate. 
Should pine my days unto the laft. 
Yet I profefs it willingly. 
To ferve and fufifer patiently* 

There is no grief, no fmart, no woe. 
That yet I feel, or after (ball. 
That from this mind may make me go; 
And, whatfoever me befal, 
I do profefs it willingly. 
To ferve and fuffer patiently. 



My Lute awake, perform the laft 
Labour that thou and I (hall waile. 
And end that I have now begun : 
And when this fong is fung and pail. 
My lute be ftill, for I have done. 

The rocks do not fo cruelly 
Repulfe the waves continually. 
As (he my fuit and afiedlion : 
So that I am paft remedy. 
Whereby my lute and I have done* 

Proud of the fpoil which thou haft got 
Of fimplc Hearts through Love's (hot. 
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By whom (unkind I) thou haft them won 
Think not he hath his bow forgot* 
Although my lute and I have done. 

Vengeance (hall fall on thy diidain 
That makeft but game on earneft pain: 
Think not alone under the Sun 
Unquit to caufe thy Lover's plaine» 
Although my lute and I have done. 

May chance thee lie withered and old 
In winter nights that are fo cold. 
Plaining in vain unto the moon ; 
Thy wiflies then dare not be told. 
Care then who lift, for I have done. 

And then may chance thee to repent 
The time that thou haft loft and fpent. 
To caufe thy Lover's figh and fwoon ; 
Then ftialt thou know beauty but lent. 
And wifli and want as I have done^ 

Now ceafe my lute : this is the laft 
Labour that thou and I ftiall wafte. 
And ended is that we begun ; 
Now is this Song both fung and paft. 
My lute be ftill, for I have done. 
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O D £. 

Adieu ddert, how art thoa fpcant! 
Ah dropping tears how do ye wafte^ 
Ah fcalding fighs how be jt fpent^ 
To prick them forth that will not hailc! 
Ah pained heart diou gap'ft for grace 
Even there where pity hath no place. 

As eafy *tis the ftony rock 
From place to place for to refflOTe« 
As by thy plaint for to proToke 
A frozen heart from hate to love : 
What fhould I fay ! fuch is thy lot 
To fawn on them that force thee not. 

Thus may*ft thou fafely (ay and fwear 
That rigour reigns where truth doth fail. 
In thanklefs thoughts thy thoughts do wear. 
Thy truth thy faith may not avail 
For thy good- will. Why (bouldft thou fo 
Still graft where grace it will not grow ? 

Alas poor heart, thus had thou fpent 
Thiy flowering time, thy pleafant years I 
With fighing voice weep and lament. 
For of thy Hope no fruit appears. 
Thy true meaning is paid with Scorn 
That ever foweth ^d reapeth bq Com. 
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And when thou feek'ft a quiet part 
Thou doft but weigh againft the Wind ; 
For where thou gladdeft wouldft refort 
There is no place for thee affign'd ; 
Thy deftiny hath fet it fo 
That thy true heart (hould caufe thy woe. 



Give place, ye Ladies, and be gone, 

Boaft not yourfelves at all ; 
For here at hand approacheth one 

Whofe face will ftain you all. 
The virtue of her lively looks 

Excels the precious done, 
I wifli to have none other books 

To read or look upon. 
In each of her two cryftal eyes 

Smileth a naked boy ; 
It would you all in heart fufEce 

To fee that lamp of joy. 
I think Nature hath loft the mould 

Where (he her lhape did take; 
Or elfe I doubt if Nature could 

So h\x a creature make. 
She may be well compared 

Unto the Phenix kind, 
Whofe like was never feen or heard. 

That any man can find. 
In life (he is Diana chafte. 

In truth Penelope, 
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In word and eke in deed ftedfaft^ 
What will you more we fay ? 
Her rofeal colour comes and goes 

With fuch a comely grace. 
More ruddier too than doth the rofc 

Within her lively face ; 
At Bacchus' feaft none (hall her meet^ 

Ne at no wanton play ; 
Nor gazing in an open ftreet. 

Nor gadding as aftray. 
The modeft mirth that (he doth ufe^ 

Is mix'd with (hamefaftnefs ; 
All vice flie doth wholly refufe. 

And hateth Idlenefs. 
O Lord, it is a world to fee 

How Virtue can repair 
And deck in her fuch honefty 

Whom Nature made fo fair# 
Truly Ihe doth as far exceed 

Our women now-a-days 
As doth the Gilly-flow'r a weed. 

And more a thoufand ways. 
How might I do to get a grafF 

Of this unfpotted tree ? 
For all the reft are plain but chaflT 

Which feem good com to be. 
This gift alone I lhall her give. 

When death doth what he can 
Her honeft fame ihall ever live 

Within the mouth of man. 
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A MAN may live thrice Neftor*s life. 

Thrice wander out Ulyfles' race. 
Yet never find Ulyfles' wife ; 

Such change hath chanced in this cafe ! 
Lefs age will ferve than Paris had. 

Small pain (if none be fmall enow) 
To find good ftore of Helen's trade ; 

Such fap the root doth yield the bough ! 
For one goo'd wife, Ulylfes flew 

A worthy knot of gentle blood : 
For one ill wife, Greece overthrew 

The town of Troy. Sith bad and good 
Bring mifchief. Lord let be thy will 
To keep me free from either ill ! 



The fmoky fighs, the bitter tears 
That I in vain have wafted. 

The broken fleep, the woe and fears. 
That long in me have lafted. 

The love, and all I owe to thee. 

Here I renounce, and make me free. 

The fruits were fair the which did grow 
Within thy garden planted. 

The leaves were green of every bough. 
And moifture nothing wanted ; 



C 



lO 



ANONTMOUS. 



Yet> ere the bloflbms 'gan to fall 
The caterpillar wafted all. 

Thy body was the garden-place^. 

And fugar'd words it beareth ; 
The bloiTonis all, thy faith it was. 

Which, as the canker, weareth. 
The caterpillar is the fame 
That hath won thee, and loft thy name. 



I SEE there is no fort 

Of things that live in grief. 
Which at fome time may not refort. 
Whereas they find relief. 

The chaced deer hath foil. 
To cool him in his heat ; 

The afs, after his weary toil. 
In ftable is up iet. 

The coney hath its cave. 

The little bird its neft. 
From heat and cold themfelves to fave. 

At all times as they lift. 

The owl, with feeble fight. 
Lies lurking in the leaves ; 

The fparrow, in the frofty night. 
May ihroud her in the eaves. 
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Botj woe to me, alas ! 

In fun, nor yet in (hade* 
I cannot find a refting-place 

My burthen to unlade. 



N. B. TU couplet printed in Italics, // /aid to have been tvritten 
iy Q^Mart, en a window of FotheriDgay CaiUc. 

To this my fong give ear who lift. 
And mine intent judge as ye will ; 

The time is come that I have mifs'd 
The thing whereon I hoped ftill ; 

And, from the top of all my truft 

Mijhap hath throtwn me in theduft. 

The time hath been, and that of late. 
My heart and I might leap at large. 

And was not (hut within the gate 

Of love's defire, nor took no charge 

Of any thing that did pertain 

As touching love, in any pain. 

My thought was free, my heart was light, 
I marked not who loft, who faught,* 

I plaid by day, I flept by night, 

I forced not who wept, who lau^h'd; 



* Perhaps faved, or won. 



ANONYMOUS, 



My thought from all fuch things was free. 
And I myfelf at liberty. 

I took no heed to taunts nor toys. 

As lief to fee them frown as fmile ; 

Where fortune laughed I fcorn'd their joys, 
I found their frauds, and every wile ; 

And to myfelf of times I fmiled. 

To fee how love had them beguiled. 

Thus, in the net of my conceit, 
I mafked dill among the fort 

Of fuch as fed upon the bait. 

That Cupid laid for his difport ; 

And ever, as I faw them caught, 

I them beheld and thereat laugh'd. 

Till at the end, when Cupid fpied 

My fcornful will, and fpiteful ufe. 

And how I pall not who was tied. 

So that myfelf might ftill live loofe ; 

He fet himfelf to lie in wait. 

And in my way he threw a bait. 

Such one as Nature never made, 
I dare well fay, fave her alone ; 

Such one (he was as would invade 

A heart more hard than marble ftone; 

Such one (he is, I know it right. 

Her Nature made to fhew her might. 
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Then> as a man that's in a maze. 
When ufe of reafon is away. 

So I began to ftare and gaze ; 

And fuddenly, without delay. 

Ere ever I had the wit to look, 

I fwallow'd up both bait and hook. 

Which daily grieves me more and more. 
By fundry forts of careful woe. 

And none alive can falve the fore. 
But only (he that hurt me fo ; 

In whom my life doth now confiil 

To fave or flay me as flie lift. 

But feeing now that I am caught. 
And bound fo faft I cannot flee ; 

Be ye by mine example taught. 

That in your fancies feel you free : 

Defpife not them that lovers are. 

Left you be caught within his fnare. 
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A LOVER rO HIS MISTRESS. 

Do Vay your phyfick, I faint no more ; 

The falve you fcnt, it comes too late ; 
You wift well all my grief before. 

And what I fuffer'd for your fake ; 
Whole is my heart — I plain no more, 

A new the cure did undertake. 

Wherefore do Vay, yon come too late. 

For whilft you knew I was your own. 
So long in vain you made me gape. 

And though my faith it were well known. 
Yet fmall regard you took thereat. 

But, now the blaft is over-blown 

Of vaine phyfick, a falve you fhape. 
Wherefore do *way, you come too late. 

How long, ere this, have I been £un 

To gape for mercy at your gate. 
Until the time I fpied it plain 

That pity and you fell at debate. 
For my redrefs then was I fain 

Your fervice clean for to forfake ; 

Wherefore do Vay — ^you come too late. 
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BARPALUS AND PHILLIDA. 

Phillida was a (air maid* 

As frefh as any flower; 

Whom Harpalus the herdfroan pray'd 

To be her paramour. 

Harpalus, and eke Corin» 
Were herdfmen both yfere ;* 
And Hiillida could twift and fpin. 
And thereto fing full clear. 

But Phillida was all too coy 
For Harpalus to win. 
For Corin was her only joy« 
Who forft f her not a pin* 

How often would (be flowers twine* 
How often garlands make 
Of cowilips and of Columbine ? 
And all for Corin's (ake* 

But Corin he had hawks to lure. 
And forfed more the field ; 
Of lover's law he took no core. 
For once he was beguiled. 
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Harpalus prevailed nought. 

His labour all was loft ; 

For he was farthed from her thought* 

And yet he lov'd her moft. 

Therefore wax'd he both pale and lean. 
And dry as clot of clay ; 
His flefh it was confumed clean. 
His colour gone away. 

His beard it had not long be (have. 
His hair hung all unkempt ;* 
A man fit even for the grave. 
Whom fpiteful love had fpent. 

His eyes were red, and all fore-watch'd,+ 
His face befprent J with tears ; 
It feem'd unhap had him long hatch'd. 
In midft of his defpairs. 

His clothes were black, and alfo bare. 
As one forlorn was he ; 
Upon his head always he ware 
A wreath of willow tree. 

His beads he kept upon the hill. 
And he fate in the dale ; 
And thus, with fighs and forrows (hrill. 
He 'gan to tell his tale : 

• Utuomhid, \ Overwatchedj tired witb zvatcbing, 
t BefpriniM. 
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OHaipalus! (this would he fiiy) 

Unhappieft under fun ! 
** The canfe of thine unhappy day 
** By love was fiift b^n* 

For dioa went'ft firft by fuit to (cdc 
" A tiger to m^e tame ; 

That fets not by thy love a leek. 
But makes thy grief her game. 

As eafy it were to convert 
" The froft into the flame. 

As for to turn a froward heart, 
" Whom thou ib fain would'ft frame. 

•* Conn he liveth carelefs. 
He leaps among the leaves ; 
He eats the firuits of thy redrefs,* 

" Thou reaps, he takes the (heaves. 

My beafls, awhile your food lefrain. 
And haik your herdfman's ibund. 
Whom fpiteful love, alas ! hath flain. 
Through-girt + with many a wound. 

" O happy be ye, beaftes wild, 
" Who here your pafture takes; 
*♦ I fee that ye be not beguil'd, 
" Of thefe your faithful makes. % 

* Ltdmr. f Pitrtai tBrmigB. \ Main. 
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A LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS. 

Do Vay your phyfick, I faint no more ; 

The falve you fcnt, it comes too late ; 
You wift well all my grief before. 

And what I fuffer'd for your fake ; 
Whole is my heart — I plain no more, 

A new the cure did undertake, 

"Wherefore do Vay, you come too late. 

For whilft you knew I was your own. 
So long in vain you made me gape. 

And though my faith it were well known. 
Yet fmall regard you took thereat. 

But, now the blaft is over-blown 

Of vaine phyfick, a falve you (hape. 
Wherefore do 'way, you come too late. 

How long, ere this, have I been &in 

To gape for mercy at your gate. 
Until the time I fpied it plain 

That pity and you fell at debate. 
For my redrefs then was I fain 

Your fervice clean for to forfake ; 

Wherefore do Vay — ^you come too late. 
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BARF ALUS AND PHILLIDA. 

Phillida was a fair maid* 

As frefh as any flower; 

Whom Haipalus the herdfroan prayed 

To be her paramour. 

Harpalus, and eke Corin, 
Were herdfmen both yfere ;* 
And Rlillida could twift and fpin. 
And thereto fing full clear. 

But Phillida was all too coy 
For Harpalus to win. 
For Conn was her only joy« 
Who forft f her not a pin. 

How often would (be flowers twine* 
How often garlands make 
Of cowilips and of Columbine ? 
And all for Corin's fake. 

But Corin he had hawks to lure. 
And forfed more the field ; 
Of lover's law he took no cure. 
For once he was beguiled. 
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Harpalus prevailed nought. 

His labour all was loft ; 

For he was fartheft from her thought. 

And yet he lov'd her moft. 

Therefore wax'd he both pale and lean. 
And dry as clot of clay ; 
His flefh it was confumed clean. 
His colour gone away. 

His beard it had not long be (have. 
His hair hung all unkempt ;* 
A man fit even for the grave. 
Whom fpiteful love had fpent. 

His eyes were red, and all fore-watch'd,+ 
His face befprent J with tears ; 
It feem'd unhap had him long hatch'd. 
In midft of his defpairs. 

His clothes were black, and alfo bare. 
As one forlorn was he ; 
Upon his head always he ware 
A wreath of willow tree. 

His beafts he kept upon the hill. 
And he fate in the dale ; 
And thus, with fighs and forrows (hrill. 
He 'gan to tell his tale : 

Ufuomhed, f Overtvakhed, tired t»'ab ivatcbing. 
\ BifprinUid. 
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OHarpalus! (this would he fiiy) 

Unhappieft under fun ! 
** The caufe of thine unhappy day 
" By love was fiift begun. 

For thou wcnt'ft firft by fuit to feek 
** A tiger to make tame ; 

That fets not by thy love a leek, 
" But makes thy grief her game. 

As eafy it were to convert 

The froft into the flame. 

As for to turn a froward heart. 

Whom thou fo fain would'il frame. 

•* Corin he liveth carelcfs, 
" He leaps among the leaves ; 
«« He eats the fruits of thy redrefs/ 
*• Thou reaps, he takes the (heaves. 

My beafls, awhile your food refrain, 
*' And hark your herdfman's found, 
" Whom fpiteful love, alas ! hath flain. 

Through-girt + with many a wound. 

" O happy be ye, beailes wild, 
" Who here your pafture takes; 

I fee that ye be not beguil'd, 
" Of thefc your faithful makes. % 

• Laieur, f Pureed tbrou^. \ Mates, 



ANONTMOUS. 



" The hart he feedcth by the hind, 
" The buck hard by the doc, 
«• The turtle-dove is not unkind 
«« To him that loves her fo# 

But, welaway! that nature wrought 
" Thee, PhiIlida,fo fair; 

For I may fay that I have bought 
** Thy beauty all too dear ! 

" What reafon is that cruelty 
With beauty fhould have part ? 

*' Or elfe that fuch great tyranny 
Should dwell in woman's heart f 

O, Cupid, grant this my requeft, 
" And do not Hop thine cars, 
" That (he may feel within her brcaft 

The pains of my defpairs. 

Of Corin that is carelefs 
" That (he may crave her fee. 

As I have done- in great diftrefs 
" That lov'd her faithfully. 

" But fince that I fliall die her flave. 
Her ilave and eke her thrall, 

«* Write you, my friends, upon my grave. 
This chance that is bcfidl. 
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^ Here lieth unhappy Harpalus^ 
** By cruel love now llain. 
Whom Phillida unjuftly thus 
Hath murder'd with difdain !" 



FROM GAMMER GURTON's NEEDLE, 

DRINKING SONG. 

I CANNOT eat but little meat. 

My ftomach is not good ; 
But fure, I think that I can drink 

With him that wears a hood. 
Tho' I go bare, take ye no care, 

I nothing am a cold, 
I ftuff* my ikin fo full within 

Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and fide go bare, go bare. 

Both foot and hand go cold ; 
But, belly, God fend thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 

I love no roaft but a nut-brown toaft. 

And a crab laid in the fire ; 
A little bread (hall do me ftead. 

Much bread I nought defire. 
No froft, no fnow, no wind, I trow. 

Can hurt me if I wold, 
I am fo wrapp'd, and thoroughly lapp*d. 

Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and fide. Sec, 
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And Tib, my wife, that as her life 

Loveth well good ale to feek. 
Full oft drinks fhe, till ye may fee 

The tears run down her cheek : 
Then doth (he troul to me the bowl. 

Even as a malkworm (hould. 
And faith, " Sweetheart, I took my part 

Of this jolly good ale and old." 
Back and fide^ Sec, 

Now let them drink till they nod and wink. 

Even as good fellows (hould do ; 
They (hall not mifs to have the blifs 

Good ale doth bring men to. 
And all poor fouls that have fcoured bowls. 

Or have them luftily troul'd, 
God fave the lives of them and their wives. 

Whether they be young or old* 
Back and fide, &c. 
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GEORGE GASCOIGNE. 

A Jirange PASSION of a LOVER. 

I LAUGH fometimes with little luft ; 

So jeft I oft, and feel no joye ; 
Mine eafe is builded all on tnift. 

And yet miilruft breeds mine annoye. 
I live and lack« I lack and have, 
I have, and mifs the thing I crave. 

Then like the lark, that paft the night 
In heavy fleep with cares oppreft. 

Yet when Ihe fpies the pleafant light. 
She fends fweet notes from out her breail ; 

So fing I now, becaufe I think 

How joys approach when forrows flirink. 

And as fair Philomene again 

Can watch and fing when others fleep^ 
And taketh pleafure in her pain. 

To wray the woe that makes her weep : 
So fing I now, for to bewray 
The loathfome life I lead alway. 

The which to thee, dear wench, I write. 
That know'ft my mirth, but not my moan ; 

I pray God grant thee deep delight. 
To live in joys when I am gone. 

I cannot live ; it will not be, 

I die to think to part from thee. 



GEORGE GASCOIGNE. 



THE LULLABY OF A LOVER. 

Sing lullabies^ as women do» 

With which they charm their babes to reft ; 
And lullaby can I fing too. 

As womanly as can the beft. 
With lullaby they fkill the child ; 
And, if I be not much beguil'd. 
Full many wanton babes have I, 
Which muft be ftill'd with lullaby. 

Firft lullaby my youthful years : 

It is now time to go to bed : 
For crooked age, and hoary hairs. 

Have wore the haven within mine head* 
With lullaby then youth be ftill. 
With lullaby content thy will ; 
Since courage quails, and comes behind. 
Go deep, and fo beguile thy mind^ 

Next, lullaby my gazing eyes, 

* Which wonted were to glance apace ; 

For cv'ry glafs may now fuffice. 

To (hew the furrows in my fece. 
With lullaby then wink awhile ; 
With lullaby your looks beguile ; 
Let no fair face, or beauty bright. 
Entice you efte with vain delight^ 



GEORGE GASCOIGNE. %$ 

And lullaby, my wanton will. 
Let reafon's rule now rein thy thought. 

Since all too late I find by fkill. 

How dear I have thy fancies bought ; 

With lullaby now take thine eafe. 

With lullaby thy doubt appeafe ; 

For, truft in* this, if thou be ftill. 

My body (hall obey thy will. 

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes. 
My will, my ware, and all that was ; 

I can no more delays devife ; 

But, welcome pain, let pleafure pafs. 

With lullaby now take your leave. 

With lullaby your dreams deceive. 

And, when you rife with waking eye. 

Remember then this lullaby. 



rHE DOLE OF DESPAIR, 

WRITTEN BY A LOVER 

Difdalnfully reje£iedy contrary to former Promifes. 

I MUST alledge, and thou canft tell 
How faithfully I vow'd to ferve : 

And how thou feem'dft to like me well ; 
And how thou faidft I did defervc 

To be thy Lord, thy Knight, thy King, 

And how much more- 1 lift not fing. 



GEORGE GASCOIGNE. 

And canft thou now, thou cruel one# 
Condemn defert to deep defpair ^ 

Is all thy promife paft and gone ? 
Is faith fo fled into the air ? 

If that be fo, what refts for me. 

But thus, in fong, to fay to thee; 

If Creffid*s name were not fo knowui 
And written wide on every .wall ; 

If bruit of pride were not fo blown 
Upon Angelica withall ; 

For hault difdain, you might be (he; 

Or Creflid for inconilancy. 

And in reward of thy defert, 
I hope at laft to fee thee paid 

With deep repentance for thy part 
Which thou haft now fo lewdly play'd ; 

Medoro, he muft be thy make. 

Since thou Orlando doft forfake. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 
SONG. 

Blow, blow thou Winter-wind, 
Thou art not fo unkind 

As man's ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not fo keen, 
Becaufe thou art not feen. 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Freeze, freeze thou bitter Iky, 
Thou doft not bite fo nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy fting is not fo fliarp 

As friend remember'd not. 



SONNET. 

On a day, (alack the day !) 
Love, whofe month is ever May, 
Spied a blofTom, paffing fair. 
Playing in the wanton air. 
Through the velvet leaves the wind 
All unfeen 'gan paflage find. 
That the lover, fick to death, 
Wifh'd himfelf the heaven's breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow;— 
Air, would I might triumph fo ! 
But, alack ! my hand is fworn 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn. 
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Vow, alack! for youth unmeet. 
Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet ; 
Do not call it fin in me 
That I am forfwom for thee ; 
Thou, for whom ev'n Jove would fwcar 
Juno but an ^thiop were ; 
And deny himfelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 



SPRING, A SONG, 

When daifies pied and violets blue. 
And lady-fmocks, all lilver white. 

And cuckow-buds, of yellow hue. 
Do paint the meadows with delight. 

The cuckow then on every tree 

Mocks married men, for thus lings he; 

Cuckow ! 

Cuckow! cuckow! Owordoffear^ 
Unpleafing.to a married ear* 

When (hepherds pipe on oaten ftraws, 
Andinerry larks are ploughmen's clocks. 

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws. 
And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks ; 

The cuckow then on every tree 

Mocks married men, for thus lings he ; 

Cuckow! 

Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear. 



WILLIAM SHAXESPEAH. 



19 



SONG or FAIRIES. 

Now the hungry lion roars« 

And the wolf behowls the moon, 
Whilft the heavy ploughman fnores^ 

All with weary talk foredone. 
Now the wafted brands do glow ; 

Whilft the fcritch-owl, fcritching loud. 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe 

In remembrance of a ihroud. 
Now it is the time of night 

That the graves, all gaping wide. 
Every one lets forth his fpright. 

In the churchway paths to glide ; 
And we Fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecat's team. 
From the prefence of the fun. 

Following darknefs like a dream. 
Now arc frolic. Not a moufe 
Shall difturb this hallow'd houfe ; 
I am fibnt with broom before 
To fweep the duft behind the door. 



song: 

Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more ; 

Men were deceivers ever. 
One foot on fea, and one on ftiore. 

To one thii^g conftant ncver^ 
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Then figh not {o. 
But let them go. 
And be you bljrtbe and bonny ; 
Converting all your founds of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, fing no mo 
Of dumps fo dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men was ever fo. 
Since fummer firft was leavy* 
Then ligh not fo, &€• 



WINTER, A SONG, 

VS^HEN icicles hang by the wall. 
And Dick the Ihepherd blows his nail. 

And Tom bears logs into the hall. 
And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 

When blood is nipt, and ways be foul. 

Then nightly fings the ftaring owl, 

Tu-whit ! tu-whoo ! 
A merry note. 

While greafy Joan doth ked the pot. 

When all aloud the wind-doth blow. 
And coughing drowns the parfon's faw. 

And birds fit brooding in the fnow. 
And Marian's nofe looks red and raw ; 
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When roafled crabs hiis in the bowl. 
Then nightly fings the flaring owl. 
Tu-whit! tu-whoo! 
A merry note. 

While greafy Joan doth keel the pot* 



A SONG ON FANCr. 

Tbll me* idiere is Fancy bred. 
Or in the heart, or in the head} 
How begot, how nourifhed ? 

Reply, reply. 

It is engender'd in the eyes ; 
With gazing fed ; and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 
Let us all ring Fancy's knell : 
111 begin it. Ding dong bell. 



ARIEL'* SONG. 

AVhere the bee fucks, there lurk I ; 

In a cowilip's bell I lie. 

There I couch when owls do cty ; 

On the bat's back I do fly. 

After fun-fet merrily ; 

Merrily, merrily lhall I live now 

Under the blo&m that hangs on the bougli. 
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SONG. 

Coylz away, come away death. 

And in fad cyprds let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away breath, 

I am flain by a £ur cruel maid« 
My (hroad of white, ihick all with jcvr, 

O prepare it ; 
My part of death no one fo true 
Did (hare it. 

Not a flower, not a flower fweet. 

On my black coffin let there be ftrdwn ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 

M3rpoor corp{e,where my bones (hall be thrown, 
A thonfand thoofand fighs to fave ; 

Lay me, O ! where 
True lover never find my grave. 
To weep there I 



SONG, 

" Who it Silvia ? what is (he. 

♦* That all our fwains commend her ? •* 
Holy, fair, and wife is (he. 

The heav'ns fuch grace did lend her. 
That (he might admired be* 
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Is Ihe kind as (he is fair ? 

" For beaaty lives with kindnefs 
Love doth to her eyes repair. 

To help him of his blindnefs ; 
And, being help'd, inhabits there 

Then to Sylvia let usfing. 

That Sylvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 
To her let us garlands bring. 



DIRGE. 

Feah no more the heat o* th* fun. 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 

Thou thy worldly talk haft done. 

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages. 

Golden lads and girls all muft. 

As chimney-fweepers, come to duft. 

Fear no more the frown o' th' great. 
Thou art paft the tyrant's ftroke. 

Care no more to clothe and eat. 
To thee the reed is as the oak. 

The fceptre, learning, phyfic, muft 

All follow this, and come to duft* 
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Fear no more the li^tning flafh. 
Nor th' all-dveaded thunder ftone; 

Fear no flander^ cenfure raih, 
HKHi haft fimfhM joj and moaiu 



SONG. 

Unde& the green-wood tree* 

Who loves to lie with me. 

And tone his merry note 

Unto the fweet bird's throat. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither^ 

Here (hall he fee 

No enemy 
Bat winter and rough weather* 

Who doth ambition fhon. 

And loves to live i' the fan ; 

Seeking the food he eats. 

And pleafed with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither. 

Here (hall he fee 

No enemy 
But winter and roogh weather. 
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THE FORCE OF LOVE. 

Bbimg your Have, what fhould I do, bat tend 

Upon the hours and times of yourdefire* 
I have no precious time at all to fpend. 

Nor (ervices to do till you require : 
]Kor dare I chide the world-without-end hour, 

Whilft I, my fovereign ! watch the clock for you ; 
Nor think the bittemefs of abfence four 

When you have bid your fervant once adieu* 
Nor dare \ quef^o;! with my jealous thought. 

Where yoji^ may be, or your a£^rs fuppofo; 
But, like a fad flave, flay and think of nought 

Save where you are : how happy you make thole I 
So true a fool is love, that in your will 
Tho' you do any thing, he thinks no ilL 



WHOLESOME COUNSEL. 

Wh e n as thine eye h^th chpfe the dame 

And ftall'd the deer that thpu fhould'ft ftrike^ 
^iCt reafon rule things worthy blame^ 
As well as fimcy ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Take i:ounfel of fome wifcr head^ 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed* 
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And when thon com'ft thy tale to telU 

Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk ; 
Left (he fome fabtle prance fmell : 
A cripple foon can find a halt. 

But plainly fay thou lov'ft her well« 
And fet her perfon up to fale. 

What though h^r frowning brows be bent. 

Her cloudy looks will calm ere night ; 
And then too late (he will repent 
That thus di(rembled her delight ; 
And twice defire, ere it be day. 
That which with fcom (he put away. 

What though (he ftrive to try her ftrength. 
And ban and brawls and fay thee nay ; 
. Her feeble force will yield at length. 
When craft hath taught her thus to fay : 
Had women been as ftrong as men, 
" In faith, you had not had it then." 

And, to her will frame all thy ways. 

Spare not to fpend, and chiefly there 
Where thy defert may merit praife. 
By ringing in thy lady's ear. 

The ftrongcft caftle, tow*r, and town. 
The golden bullet beats it down. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR, 37 

Serve always with aifured truft. 

And in thy fuit be humble true ; 
Unlefs thy lady prove unjuft, 

Pleafe never thou to choofe anew. 
When time (hall ferve« be thou not fladc 
To proficr, tho* flie put it back. 

The wiles and guiles that women woik, 

Diflembled with an outward (hew. 
The tricks and toys that in them lurk. 
The cock that treads them (hall not know ; 
Have you not heard it faid full oft, 
A woman's nay doth (land for nought ? 

Butfoft; enough, too much (I fear} 

Left that my miftrefs hear my fong : 
She will not ftick to round me on th' ear. 
To teach my tongue to be fo long ; 
Yet will (he blu(h, here be it faid. 
To hear her fecrets fo betray'd. 



SYMPATHIZING LOVE. 

As it fell upon a day 

In the merry month of May, 

Sitting in a pleafant (hade 

Which a grove of myrtles made ; 

Beafts did leap, and birds did (ing. 

Trees did grow, and plants did fpring ; 
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Eveiy thing did bam(h moan. 
Save the nightingale alone. 
She, poor bird, as all forkm), 
Lcan'd her breaft op-till a thorn ; 
And there fang the moomful'ft dittjr^ 
That to hear it was great pigr : 
^ , fie, fie, now would (he ciy ; 
Terea, terea, by and by i 
That to hear her fo comjdain^ 
Scarce I coold from tears fefiain ; 
For her grie6^ fo lively (hown. 
Made me think upon my own* 
Ah ! (thought I) thou moum'ft in vain; 
None takes pity on thy pain : 
Senfclefs trees, they cannot hear thee, 
Kuthlefs bears, they will i^ot cheer diee^ 
King Pandipn he 4s dead ; 
All thy friends are lapp'd ia lead ^ 
All thy fellow-biid< do fifig^ 
Carelefs of thy forrowing ; 
Whilft as fickle fortune fmiled. 
Thou and I were both beguiled ; 
Every one that flatters thee. 
Is no friend to mifeiy. 
Words are eafy, like (he wind. 
Faithful friends are hard to find. 
Every man will be thy friend 
Whilft thou haft wherewith to fpend : 
But, if ftore of crowns be fcant. 
No Hian will fupply thy want. 
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If tbat 5ne be prodigal, 
Boandfbl ihsj will him call i 
And with fach-like flatteringa 
«• Hty but he was a lung.'* 
If he be addidt to vice, 
Quddy him they will entice ; 
If to women he be bent. 
They have him at commandment s 
Bat if Fortune once do frown. 
Then fiuewel his great renown : 
They that fawn'd on him before 
Uie his company no more* 
He {bat is thy friend indeed. 
He will hdp thee at thy need ; 
If thou forrow, he will weep. 
If thou wake, he cannot deep ; 
Thus, of cvexy grief in heart. 
He with thee doth bear a part* 
Theie are certain figns to know 
Faithful friend from flattering foe. 
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SIR JOHN HARRINGTON. . 

SONNET. 

W H E N c I comes my love. Oh heart, difcloie! 
Twas from cheeks that fhame the rofe ; 
From lips that fpoil the diamond's blaze* 
Whence comes my woe, as firedy own. 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart of ftone. 

The blufhing cheek fpeaks modeft ibind. 
The lips befitting words moft kind ; 
The eye doth tempt to love's defire. 
And feems to fay 'tis Cupid's fire. 
Yet all fo fair but fpeak my moan, 
Syth nought doth fay the heart of f(one. 

Why thus my love fo kind befpeak 

Sweet eye, fweet Hp, fweet blufhing chedc. 

Yet not a heart to fave my pain ? 

O Venus ! take thy gifts again. 

Make nought fo fair to qaufe our moan. 

Or make a heart that's like our own. 
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Paint apioiift ! what«. doff: thou think 
To tafte love's honey, and not dnnk 
One dram .of gall ? or to dcvoor; . 
A worid of fweet, smd tiifte no four ? • 
Doft thou ever tfiink to ente^ . 
Th' El3rfian fields, |hat dareft not venture 
In Charon's barge ? a lover's lAind 
Muft ufe to fail with every wind I 

He that loves, and fears to tiy. 
Learns his miftrefs to deny. 
Doth flie chide thee ? 'tis to (hew it 
That thy coldnefs makes her do it. 
Is (he filent, is (he mute ? 
Silence fully grants thy fuit. 
Doth (he pout and leave the room ? 
Then (he goes to. bid thee come. 

Is (he fick } why then be fure. 

She invites thee to the cure. 

Doth (he crofs thy fuit with " No 

Tu(h ! (he loves to hear thee woo. 

Doth (he call the faith of men 

In queftion ? nay, (he loves thee then ; 
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And if e'er (he makes a blot. 
She's loft if dut thoa hit'ft her not. 

He that, after ten denials. 
Dares attempt no &rthcr trials. 
Hath no .warrant to acquire 
The dainties of his chafie defiie. 



SONNET. 

In a grove moft rich of (hade. 

Where birds wanton mafic made. 

May, then young, his pied weeds ihowing. 

New perfum'd, with flow'rs frdh growing, 

Aftrophd, with Stella fweet. 

Did for mutual comfort meet ^ 

Both within themfelves oppre(s'd« 

But each in the other blefs'd* 

Him great harms had taught mudi care. 

Her fair neck a foul yoke bare ; 

But her fight his cares did banilh. 

In his fight her yoke did yanifh* 

Wept they had, alas, the while ! 

But now tears themfelves did fmile; 

Sigh they did, but now betwixt 

Sighs of woe were glad fighs mix*d ^ 

Their ears hungry of each word. 

Which the dear tongue could afford* 
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** Stdla ! whofe voice, when it fingeth. 
Angels to acquaintance bringeth 
Stella, in whofe body is 
Writ each charadkr of blifs ; 
Whofe face ail, all beauty pafleth. 
Save thy mind, which that furpafTeth ; 
Grant — O grant — ^but fpeech, alas! 
Fails me, fearing on to pais — 
Grant, O dear, on knees I pray, 
(Knees on ground he then did ftay) 
That not I, but, fince I love you. 
Time and place for me may move you ! 
Never feafon was more fit. 
Never room more ajit for it ! 
Smiling air allows my reafon. 
The birds fing, •« now ufe the feafon," 
This fmall wind, which fo fweet is. 
See how it the leaves doth kifs ; 
And, if dumb things be fo witty. 
Shall a heavenly grace want pity ?" 

There, his hands, in their fpeech, fain 
Would have made tongue's language plain ; 
But her hands, his hands repelling. 
Gave repulfe all grace excelling. 
Then (he fpake ; her fpeech was fuch 
As not ears but heart did touch ; 
While in fuchwife (he love denied 
As yet love (he fignified. 
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•* Aftrophcl ! (laid Ihc) my tove, 
Ceafe in thefe efieds to prove* 
NoW be ftill ; yet, ftill })elieve mc, 
TJty grief more than death doth grieve me. 
If that any thought in me 
Can tafte cpmfort, but of thee ; . 
Let me feed with helliih' anguifh« 
And joylefs, helplefs, endlefs languifli ! 
If thofe eyes you praifed, be 
Half fo dear, as you to me. 
Let me home return ftark-blinded 
Of thofe eyes, and blinder minded! 
If to fecret of my heart, 
I do any wilh impart. 
Where thou art not fbremoft placed^ 
Be both wi(h and I defaced. 

If more may be faid, I fay 
All my life on thee I lay : 
If thoii love — ^my love content thee; 
For, all love, all faith is meant thee. 
Truft me, while I thee deny. 
In myfelf the fmart I try. 
Tyrant honour thus doth ufe thee, 
Stella's felf might not refufe thee. 
Therefore, dear, this no more move» 
Left, (though I leave not thy love. 
Which too deep in me is framed) 
I fhould blufh when thou art named." 
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Therewithal, away Ihc went; 
Leaving him by paffion rent 
With what ihe had done and fpdcen» 
That dierewith iny fong i^ broken. 



SONNET. 

Only joy, now here you are. 

Fit to hear and eafe my care ; 

Let my whifpering voice obtain 

Sweet reward, for ftiarpeft pain. 
Take me to thee, and thee to me — 
No, no, no, no, my dear, let be. 

Night hath clofed all in her cloak. 
Twinkling ftars love-thoughts provoke. 
Danger hence good care doth keep, 
Jealoufy itfelf doth fleep. 
Take me, &c. 

Better place no wit can find, 
Cupid's yoke to loofe, or bind : 
Thefe fwect flow'rs on fine bed too. 
Us in their beft language woo. 
Take me, &c. 

That you heard was but a moufe : 
Dumb fleep holdeth all the houfe : 
Yet, afleep» methinks they fay, 
** Young folks, take time while you may." 
Take me, &c. 
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SIX PHILIP SrDNET. 



Your fair mother is abed. 
Candles out, and curtains fpread : 
She thinks you do letter^ write ; 
Write, but let me firft indite. 
Take me, &c. 

Sweet (alas!) why faine you thus? 
Concord better fitteth us ; 
Leave to Mars the force of hands. 
Your pow'r in your beauty ftands^ 
Take me, &c. 

Woe to me ! and do you fwear 

Me to hate I but I forbear ! 

Curfed be my deft'nies all. 

That brought me to fo high a fall ! 
Soon with my death I will pleaie tfaee.-^ 
No! no! no! no! my dear, let be! 



SONNE r. 

Because I breathe not love to every one. 
Nor do not ufe fuch colours for to wear. 
Nor nourilh fpecial locks of vowed hair. 
Nor give each fpeech a full point of a groan; 
The courtly nymphs, acquainted with the moan 
Of them, who in their lips love's (tandards bear 
Where he ? (lay they of me) now dare I fwear 
He cannot love! No, no ; let him alone. 



SIR PHILIP SYDNEY, 
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And think fo ftill ! fo Stella know my mind ; 
Profefs indeed I do not Cupid's art : 
But you^ fair maids, at length this truth ihall find. 
That his right badge is worn but in the heart : 
Dumb iwans, not chirping pies, do lovers prove; 
They love indeed, who quake to fay they love. 



SONG. 

" W^HO is it that this dark night. 
Underneath my window plaineth ?" 

It is one, who from thy fight. 
Being (ah ! ) exil'd, difdaineth 

Every other vulgar light. 

** Why, alas ! and are you he ? 

Are not yet thefe fancies changed 
Dear^ when you find change in me. 

Though from me you be eftranged. 
Let my change to ruin be^ 

What if you new beauties fee ? 

Will not they ftir new afFeftion 
I will think they pi^ures be 

(Image-like of faint perfedion) 
Poorly counterfeiting thee. 



SIR PHILIP STDNEr. 



** Peace ! I think that fome give ear* 
. Come, no more, left I get anger.'*- 
Bli^ ! I will my blifs fbibear. 

Fearing, (weet, yon to endanger; 
Bat my foul (hall harbour there* 

Well, begone ; begone, I fay. 

Left that Argus* eyes perceive you.** 

O! unjuft is Fortune's fway. 

Which can make me thus to leave yoQ> 

And from louts to run away! 
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JOHN LILLY. 

TbtfiBonthg extraas are taken frvm the Six Court Ccmedies^ 
yfritten by this autlnr, and piMiJbed by Bkmnt^ in 1632. 

SONG, 

W^H AT bird fo fings» yet fo docs wail ? 
Oh 'til the ravifh'd nightingale. 
J"g> j»g> j»g» j"g> tcreu, flie cries. 
And (till her woes at midnight rife. 

Brave prick fong ! who is't now we hear ? 
None but the lark fo ihriU and clear ; 
Now at heaven's gates fhe claps her wings. 
The mom not waking rill ihe fings* 

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat. 
Poor Robin red-breaft tunes his note; 
Hark how the jolly cuckoos fing 
Cuckoo,- to welcome in the fpring. 



SONG, 

O FOR a* bowl of fat Canaty, 
Rich Palermo, fparkling iherr)'. 

Some nedar elfe from Juno's dairy; 
O thefc draughts would make us merry ! 



II 
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JOHN LILLY. 



O for a wench (I deal in laces 
And in other daintier things). 

Tickled am I with her embraces ; 
Fine dancing in fuch fairy rings* 

O for a plump fat leg of mutton. 
Veal, lamb, capon, pig, and coney ; 

None is happy but a glutton. 

None an afs but who wants money* 

CHORUS. 
Wines indeed, and girls are good. 
But brave viduals feafl the blood. 
For wenches, wine, and lufty cheer, 
Jove would leap down to furfeit here. 



CUPID dFD CAMFASPE. 

Cupid and my Campafpe play'd 

At cards for kiffes ; Cupid paid : 

He ftakes his quiver, bow and arrows. 

His mother's doves, and team of fparrows ; 

Lofes them too : then down he throws 

The coral of his lip, the rofe 

Growing on *s cheek (but none knows how) 

With thefe the chryftal of his brow. 

And then the dimple of his chin ; 

All thefe did my Campafpe win. 



JOHN LILLY, 
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At lail he fet her both his eyes. 
She won> and Cupid blind doth rife* 

O Love ! has (he done thus to thee ? 

What ihall, alas ! become of me ! 



SONG. 

O TEs! O yes! if any maid 
Whom leering Cupid has betray 'd 
To frowns of fpite, to eyes of fcom. 
And would in madnefs now fee torn 
The boy in pieces ; let her come 
Hither^ and lay on him her doom<^ 

O yes ! O yes ! has any 16ft 

A heart which many a figh hath coft ? 

Is any cozen'd of a tear 

Which^ as a pearly Difdain doth weai f 

Here ftands the thief ; let her but come 

Hither^ and lay on him her doom. 

Is any one undone by fire. 

And turn'd to afhes through defire f 

Did ever any lady weep. 

Being cheated of her golden fleep, 

Stol'n by lick thoughts ? the pirate's found. 

And in her tears he (hall be drown'd. 

Read his indidment : let him hear 

What he's to truft to : Boy, give ear. 



JOHN LILLT. 



SONG 

IN SAPPHO AND PBAON. 

O CRUEL love! on thee I lay 

My curfe> which (hall ftrike blind the day : 

Never may deep, with velvet hand, 

Chann thine eyes with (acred wand! 

Thy jailors (hall be hopes and fears. 

Thy priibn-mates, groans, fighs, and tears ; 

Thy play (to wear out weary times) 

Fantaftic paflions, vows, and rhimes* 

Thy bread be frowns, thy drink be gall,— - 

Hope, like thy fool, at thy bed's head. 
Mock thee, 'till madnefs ftrike thee dead ; 
As, Phaon, thou doft me with thy proud eyes : 
In thee poor Sappho lives, for thee (he dies. 



VULCANs SONG. 

Mr {hag-hair*d Cyclops come, let's ply 
Our Lemnian hammers luftily* 

By my wife's (parrows, 

I fwear thefe arrows 

Shall tinging fly 

Through many a wanton's eye*> 



JOHN LILLY, 
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Theie headed are with golden bliiTes, 
Thefe filver ones feather'd with kiffes, 

But this of lead 

Strikes a clown dead. 

When in a dance 

He falls into a trance. 
To fee his black-brow'd lafs not bufs him. 
And then whines out for death t' untruis him. 
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D A y I EL. 



SOXXET. 

Look, Ddia^ how w' cfteem the half-blown roic. 
The image of thy Unlh and fummer's honour; 

Whilft yet her tender bud doth ondifclofe 
That fiill of beauty time beftows npon her. 

No fooncr fpreads her glory in the air. 

Bat ftraight her wide-blown pomp comes to de- 
cline; 

She then is fcom'd that late adom*d the fair; 
So fade the rofes of thofe cheeks of thine. 

No April can revive thy withered flowers, 
Whofe fpringing grace adorns thy glory now : 

Swift fpeedy Time, feathered with flying hours, 
DifTolves the beauty of the faired brow. 

Then do not thou fuch treafure wafte in vain. 

But love now whilft thou may'ft be lov*d again. 



SONNE T. 
If this be love to draw a weary breath. 



With downward looks, ftill reading on the earth 
Thefe fad memorials of my love's defpair ; 



DANIEL. 
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If this be love, to war againft my foul. 

Lie down to wail, rife up to figh and grieve. 

The ncvcr-refting ftone of care to roll. 

Still to complain my griefs, whilft none relieve ; 

If this be love, to clothe me with daik thoughts. 
Haunting untrodden paths to wail apart ; 

My pleafures, horror, mufic, tragic notes. 
Tears in mine eyes, and forrow at my heart ; 

If this be love, to live a living death ; 

Then do I love, and draw this weary breath. 



S NNE r. 

I ONCE may fee when years (hall wreck my wrong. 
When golden hairs (hall change to filver wire ; 
And thofe bright rays that kindle all this fire. 

Shall fail in force, their working not fo ftrong. 

Then beauty (now the burthen of my fong) 
Whofe glorious blaze the world doth fo admire. 
Mull yield up all to tyrant Time's defire ; 

Then fade thofe flowers that deck'd her pride fo long. 

When if Ihe grieve to gaze her in her glafs. 
Which then prefents her winter-wither'd hue. 

Go you, my verfe, go tell her what Ihe was ; 
For what (he was, Ihe beft lhall find in you. 

Your fiery heat lets not her glory pafs. 

But (Phoenix like) (hall make her live anew. 



DANIEL. 



SONNET. 

Beauty, fwect love, is like the morning dew, 
Whofc (hott refrefli upon the tender green. 

Cheers for a time, but till the fun doth (hew. 
And ilraight *tis gone as it had never been. 

Soon doth it fade that makes the faifeil flbarifh. 
Short is the glory of the blulhing rofe : 

The hue which thou fo carefully doft nouriih. 
Yet which at length thou muft be forc'd to lofe. 

When thou, furcharg'd with burthen of thy years. 
Shall bend thy wrinkles hofheward to the earth. 

And when in beauty's leafe, expir'd, appears 
The date of age, the calends of our death — 

But ah ! no more — this muft not be foretold. 

For women grieve to think they muft be old. 



SONNE r. 

I MUST not grieve my love, whofe eyes would read 
Lines of delight whereon her youth might fmile. 

Flowers have time before they come to feed. 
And (he is young, and now muft fport the while. 
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And {port (fweet maid) in feafon of thde years. 
And learn to gather flowers before they wither. 

And where the fweeteft bloflbm firft appears. 
Let love and youth conda^ thy pleafures thither. 

Lighten forth (miks to cheer the clouded air. 
And calm the tempeft which my fighs do raife ; 

Pity and fmiles do beft become the fiitr. 
Pity and fmiles muft only yield thee praife. 

Make me to fay, when all my griefs are gone, 

Happy the heart that figh'd for fuch a one. 



ODE. 

Now each creature joys the other, 
Paffing hiftppy days and hours. 

One bird reports unto another. 
In the fell of filent (howers ; 

Whilft the earth (our common mother) 
Hath her bofom deck'd with flowers. 

Whilft the greateft torch of heaven 
With bright rays warmt Flora's lap. 

Making days and nights both even. 
Cheering plants with frefher fap ; 

My field of flowers quite bcreaven. 
Wants refirefh of better bap. 



I 



68 DANIEL. 

PASTORAL. Z^-^**^ 

O HAPPY golden age! 
Not for that rivers ran 
With ftreams of milk^and honcydropt from trees ; 
Not for the earth did gage 
Unto the hufbandman 

Her Yoluntaiy fruits, fi:ee, withcmt fees ; 
Nor for no cold did freeze. 
Nor any cloud beguile, 

Th* eternal flow'ring fpring. 
Wherein liv'd every thing. 
And whereon th' heavens perpetually did fmile; 
Not for no (hip had brought 
From foreign (hores, or warres, or waxes ill 
fought : 
But only, for that name. 

That idle name of wind. 

That idol of deceit, that empty found 
Called honour, which became 
The tyrant of the mind. 
And fo torments our nature without ground. 
Was not yet vainly found : 
Nor yet fad grief imparts, 
Amidft the fweet delights 
Of joyful amorous wights. 
Nor were his hard laws known to freeborn 
hearts: 



DANIEL. 
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But golden laws« like thefe. 
Which nature wrote. That's lawful which 
doth pleafe. 
Then amongft flowers and fprings. 
Making delightful fport. 
Sate lovers^ without conflid^, without (hame. 
And nymphs and (hepherds iings» 
Mixing in wanton fort 

Whifperings with fongs, then kiflcs with the 
fame 

Which from afiedion came. 
The naked virgin then 

Her rofes frefti reveals. 
Which now her veil conceals. 
The tender apples in her bofom feen. 
And oft in rivers clear 
The lovers with their loves conforting were. 
Honour! thou firft didft clofe 
The fpring of all delight. 

Denying water to the amorous thirft. 
TJiou taught'ft fair eyes to lofe 
The glory of their light, 

Reftrain'd from men, and on themfelves re- 
vers'd. 

Thou, in a lawn didft firft 
Thofe golden hairs incafe 

Late fpread unto the wind. 

Thou madeft loofe grace unkind, 
Gav'il bridle to their words, art to their pace. 
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DANIEL. 



Oh honour ! it is dioo 

Who mad'ft that ftealtfa which love does free 
allow. 

It is thy woik that brings 

Our griefs and tonnents thus. 

But, thou fierce lord of nature and of love* 
The qualifier of kings. 

What doft thou here with us 

That are below thy power, (hut from aboTC ? 
Go, and from us remove. 
Trouble the mighty's fleep. 

Let us negledled, bafe. 

Live ftill without thy grace. 
And th' u(e of th' ancient hq>py ages keep ! 
Let's love! this life of ours 
Can make no truce with Time, that all devours. 



N. BRETON. 



The f (Mowing pUses are extroBed from EngiaruTt Helttm» 

A PASTORAL OF 

PHILLIS JMD CORTDON. 

On a hill there grows a flower. 

Fair befal the dainty fweet ! 
By that flower there is a bower. 

Where the heavenly mufes meet. 

In that bow'r there is a chair. 

Fringed all about with gold. 
Where doth fit the faireft fair 

That ever eye did yet behold* 

It is Phillis, fair and bright. 

She that is the ftiepherd's joy. 
She that Venus did defpite. 

And did blind her little boy. 

Who would not this face admire ? 

Who would not this faint adore ? 
Who would not this fight defire. 

Though he thought to fee no more? 

O fair eyes, yet let me fee 
One good look, and I am gone : 

Look on me, for I am he, 
Thy poor filly Corydon. 



JV. Bit ETON. 



Thoa» that art the fliq^erd's qaeen. 
Look upon thy filly Twain ; 

By thy comfort have been feen 
Dead men brought to life again. 



PHILLJDA AMD CORYDOH. 

In the merry month of May, 
In a mom by break of day. 
With a troop of damfels playing. 
Forth I yode forfooth a maying. 
When anon by a wood fide. 
Where that May was in his pride, 
I efpied, all alone, 
Phillida and Cor}'don. 
Much ado there was, God wot. 
He would love and (he would not ; 
She faid, never man was true ; 
He fays, none was falfe to you. 
He faid, he had lov'd her long ; 
She fays, love (hould have no wrong. 
Corydon would kifs her then; 
She fays, maids mufl kifs no men. 
Till they do for good and all ; 
When fhe made the Ihepherd call 
All the heavens to witnefs truth 
Never lov'd a truer youth ; 
Then with many a pretty oath. 
Yea and nay, and faith and troth. 



N. BRETON. 
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Such as feely (hepherds ufe 
When they wijl not love abufe ; 
Love that had been long deluded. 
Was with kifles fweet concluded ; 
And Phillida with garlands gay. 
Was made the lady of the May. 



rjfi SHEPHERD'i ADDRESS to xri MUSE. 

Good mufe, rock me afleep 

With,fomc fweet harmony : 
This weary eyes is not to keep 

Thy wary company. 

Sweet love, begone a while. 

Thou fecft my heavinefs : 
Beauty is bom but to beguile 

My heart of happinefs. 

. See how my little flock. 

That lov'd to feed on high. 
Do headlong tumble down the rock« 
And in the valley die. 

The bulhes and the trees. 

That were fo frefti and green. 
Do all their dainty colours leefe. 

And not a leaf is feen. 



N. BRETON. 



The black-bird and the tfaiofh. 
That made the woods to ring. 

With all the reft, are now at huih. 
And not a note they fing* 

Sweet Philomel, the bird 

That hath the heavenly throat. 

Doth now, alas ! not once afford 
Recording of a note. 

The flowers have had a froft. 
The herbs have loft their (avonr; 

And Phillida the fair hath loft 
For me her wonted favour. 

Thus all thefe careful fights 

So kill me in conceit. 
That now to hope upon delights 

It is but mere deceit. 

And therefore, my fweet muie. 
That know'ft what help is bcft. 

Do now thy heavenly cunning nfe 
To fet my heart at reft. 

And in a dream bewray 

What fate (hall be my friend ; 

Whether my life (hall ftill decay. 
Or when my forrows end. 
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PH. FLETCHER. 



L F £. 

Love's fooner felt than feen, his fabftance thinoe 

Setwixt thofe (howy mounts in ambufh lies; 
Oft in the eyes he fpreads his fubtle ginne^ 

He therefore fooneft wins that fafteft flies. 
Fly thence, my dear, fly faft, my Thomabinc, 
Who him encounters once, forever dies. 
But if he lurk between the ruddy lips. 
Unhappy foul, that thence his nedbr fips. 
While down into his heart the fugar'd poifon flips. 

Oft in a voice he creeps down thro' the ear. 

Oft from a bkfliing chedc he lights his fire : 
Oft flirouds his golden flame in likeft hair; 

Oft in a foft fmooth ikin does clofe retire : 
Oft in a fmile : oft in a filent tear ; 

And if all fails, yet virtue's felf hell hire. 

Himfelf 's a dart, when nothing elfe can move : 
Who then the captive foul can well reprove. 
When love and virtue's felf become the darts of love. 



K 



66 



VERSJiS BY QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

I GRIEVE, yet dare not (hew my difcontent, 
I love, and yet am forced to feem to hate ; 
I do, yet dare not fay I ever meant, 
I feem ftark mute, but inwardly do prate. 
I am, and not, I freeze, and yet am burii'd» 
Since from myfelf my other felf I tom'd. 

My care is like my (hadow in the fun. 

Follows me flying, flies when I purfue it; 
Stands and lies by me, does what I have done; 
This too familiar care doth make me me it. 
No means I find to rid him from my breaft^ 
Till by the end of things it be fuppreft. 

Some gentler paflions fl^eal into my mind. 

For I am foft, and made of melting ihow; 
Or, be more cruel, love, and fo be kind. 
Let me or float or fink, be high or low; 
Or let me live with fome more fweet content. 
Or die, and fo forget what love e'er meant. 



Sigtid^ " Finis f Eliza, Re^na, upon Mount Zeurs 
departure^ AJbmol, Muf. MSS. 6969 ^781.^ 
/>. 142. 



ANONYMOUS. 



THE SrURDr ROCK. 

FROM PERCT*8 COLLECTION* 

The fturdy rock, for all his ftrength. 
By raging feas is rent in twain ; 

The marble ftone is pierc'd, at length. 
With little drops of drizzling rain; 

The ox doth yield unto the yoke. 

The fteel obeyeth the hamnnerftroke. 

The ftately ftag, that feems fo flout. 
By yelping hounds at bay is fct ; 

The fwifteft bird that flies about. 
At length is caught in fowler's net : 

The greatefl fifti, in deepeft brook. 

Is foon deceived by fubtle hook. 

Yea, man himfelf, unto whofe will 
All things are bounden to obey. 

For all his wit and worthy (kill. 
Doth fade at length, and fall away. 

There, is nothing but time doth wafle. 

The heav'ns, the earth, confume at lafl. 
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ANONYMOUS. 



But virtue fits triamphing ftill 
Upon the throne of glorious fame ; 

Though fpiteful death man's body kill« 
Yet hurts he not his virtuous name. 

By life or death whate'er betides* 

The ftate of virtue never Hides. 



THE PRAISE OF AMARGANA. 

The fun* the feafon* in each thing 
Revives nev pleafures ; the fweet fpring 
Hath put to flight the winter keen* 
To glad our lovely fummer queen. 

The paths where Amargana treads 
With flow*ry tapeftries Flora fpreads* 
And nature clothes the ground in green* 
To glad our lovely fummer queen. 

The groves put on their rich array* 
With hawthorn-blooms embroidered gay. 
And fweet-perfumed with eglantine* 
To glad our lovely fummer queen. 

The filent river ftays his courfe* 
Whilft, playing in the chryftal fourcc* 
The iilver-fcaled fifti are feen 
To glad our lovely fummer queea. 



ANONYMOUS. 

The woods at her fair fight rejoice^ 
The little birds, with their loud voice. 
In concert on the branches been. 
To glad our lovely fummer queen. 

Great Pan, our god, for her dear fake. 
This feaft and meeting bids us make. 
Of ihepherd iads, and la^s (been. 
To glad our lovely fummer queens 

And every fwain his chance doth prove. 
To win fair Amargana's love ; 
In fporting ftrifes, quite void of fpl^n. 
To glad our lovely fummer queen. 

All happinefs let Heav*n her lend. 
And all the Graces her attend ; 
Thus bid roe pray the Mufes nine. 
Long live our lovely fummer queen. 
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GREEN. 

SAMEL J. 
Like to Diana in her fummer-weed» 

Girt with a crimfon robe of brighteft die. 
Goes fair Samela; 
Whiter than be the flocks that ftraggling feed. 
When, wafli'd by Arethufa, faint they lie. 
Is fair Samela. 

As fair Aurora in her morning gray^ 
Deck'd with the ruddy gMer of her love. 
Is fair Samda ; 
Like lovely Thetis on a calmed day. 
When as her brightnefs Neptune's fancies mow. 
Shines fair Samela. 

Her treflcs gold, her eyes like glafly ftreams^ 
Her teeth are pearl, breafts arc ivory 
Of fair Samela ; 
Her cheeks like rofe and lily yield forth gleams. 
Her brows* bright arches fram'd of ebony ; 
Thus &ir Samela. 

Pafleth fair Venus in her brighteft hue. 
And Juno in the fliew of majefty ; 
For fhe*s Samela ; 
Pallas in wit :"all three, if well you view 
For beauty, wit, and matchlefs dignity. 
Yield to Samela. 
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ANONYMOUS. 

rftOM England's helicon. 

riTTRUS TO BIS fjiR PHILLI8. 

The filly fwain, whofe love breeds difcontent. 
Hunks death a trifle, life a loathfome thing ; 
Sad he looks, fad he lies : 
3iit when his fortune's malice doth relent. 
Then of love's fweetnefs he will fweetly fing : 
Thus he lives, thus he dies* 

Then Tityrus, whom love hath happy made. 
Will reft thrice happy in this myrtle (hade : 
For tho* love at firft did grieve him, 
. Yet did love at laft relieve him. 



WILLOBT. 



FROM HIS AVIZA. 

What fuddcn chance or change is this. 
That doth bereave my quiet reft ? 

What furly cloud eclips'd my bHfs ? 
What fprite doth rage within my breaft ? 

Such fainty qualms I never found. 

Till firft I faw this weftem ground. 

My liftlef« limbs do pine away, 
Becaufe my heart is dead within; 

All lively heat I fed decay. 

And deadly cold his room doth win. 

My humours all are out of frame, 

I freeze amid the burning flame. 

I know the time, I know the place. 
Both when and where my eye did view 

That novel (hape, that friendly face. 
That fo doth make my heart to rue. 

P happy time, if (he incline ! 

|f notj woe worth thefe lucklefs ejoie \ 



WriLLOBY. 
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I love the feat where (he did fit, 
I kifs the grafs where (he did tread ; 

Methinks I fee that face as yet» 

And eyes that all thefe turmoils bred. 

I 'envy, that this feat, this ground. 

Such friendly grace and favour found. 

I dreamt .of late, (God grant the dream 
Portend my good !) that (he did meet 

Me on this grepn, by yonder ftream. 
And, fmiling, did me friendly greet. 

Whe'er wand'ring dreams be juft or wrong, 

I mean to try ere it be long. 

But yonder comes my faithful friend. 
That like aflaults hath often tried. 

On his advice I will depend, 
Whe'er I (hall win or be denied. 

And look, what counfel he (hall give. 

That will I do, whe'er die or live. 



TO HIS AVIZA. 

I FIND it true, that fome have faid, 
«* It's hard to love and to be wife." 

For wit is oft by love betray'd. 
And brought aHeep by fond devife* 

Sith faith no favour can procure. 

My patience mull my pain endure* 



WILLOBf. 



As faithful friendftiip mov'd my tongBC^ 
Your fecret love and favour crave. 

And, as I never did you wrong. 
This laft requeft fo let me have ; 

Let no man know that I did move. 

Let no man know that I did love. 

That will I fay, this is the worft. 
When this is faid, then all is paft ; 

Thou, proud Aviza, wert the firft. 
Thou, hard Aviza, art the laft. 

Though thou in forrow make me dwell. 

Yet love will oiake me wifh the« welL 
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^HE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD. 

Come live with me, and be my love. 
And we will all the pleafures prove 
That hills and valleys, dale and field. 
And all the craggy mountains yield. 
There will we fit upon the rocks. 
And fee the fhepherds feed their flocks ; 
By fhallow rivers, to whole falls 
Mdodious birds fing madrigals. 
There will I make thee beds of rofes. 
With a thoufand fragrant pofies; 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle. 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle; 
A gown made of the finefl wool. 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold. 
With buckles of the purefl gold ; 
A belt of ftraw and ivy buds. 
With coral clafps and amber fluds : 
And if thefe pleafures may thee move, 
TTien live wirii me, and be my love. 
The fhcpherd fwains fhall dance and fing. 
For thy delight, each May morning : 
If thefe delights thy mind may move, 
Hien live with me, and be my love. 
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A FRAGMENT 
FEOM England's paknassus. 

I WALKED along a ilrearo^ for porenefs rare. 
Brighter than funfhine» for it did acqdaint 

The dulleft fight with all the glorious pie^r. 
That in the pebble-paved channel lay. 

No molten chryflal, but a richer mine. 
E'en nature's rareft alchemy ran there. 

Diamonds refolv'd, and fubftance more divine^ 
Through whofe bright gliding current might 
pear 

A thoufand naked nymphs^ whofe ivory (hine. 
Enamelling the banks^ made them more dear 
Than ever was that glorious palace-gate. 
Where the day-ihining fun in triumph fate. 

Upon tliis brim^ the eglantine and rofe. 
The tamarifk, olive, and the almond tree, ' 

As kind companions in one union grows. 
Folding their twind'ring arms, as oft we fee 

Turtlcwtaught lovers, either other clofe. 
Lending to dulnefs feeling fympathy. 

And as a coftly vallance o'er a bed. 

So did their garland tops the brook o'erfpread^ 



MARLOW. 
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Thdr leaves, that difier'd both in (hape and (how. 
Though all were green, yet difference fuch in 
green, 

like to the checker'd bent of Iris* bow. 
Prided the running main, as it had been p 
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LORD BROOK. 

I, WITH whofe colours Myra dreft her head» 
I, that worepofies of her own hand-making, 

I, that mine own name in the chimnies read. 
By Myra finely wrought ere I was waking, 

Muft I look on, in hope time coming may 

With change bring back my turn again to play ? 

I that on Sunday at the church-ftik found 

A garland fweet, with true-love-knots in fiow'n^ 

Which I to wear about my arm was wont. 
That each of us might know that all was ouRt 

Muft I now lead an idle life in wiihes. 

And follow Cupid for his loaves and fifhes ? 

I, that did wear the ring her mother left, 
I, for whofe love ftie gloried to be blamed, 

I, with whofe eyes her eyes committed theft, 
I, who did make her blulh when I was named, 

Muft I lofe ring, flowers, blulh, theft, and go naked. 

Watching with fighs till dead love be awaked ? 

I, that when drowfy Argus fell afleep. 

Like jealoufy o'er- watched by defire. 
Was ever warned modefty to keep. 

While her breath fpeaking kindled nature's fire^ 
Muft I look on a-cold while others warm them ? 
Do Vulcan's l>rothers in fuch fine nets arm thorn I 
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SONG. 

Away with thefe felf-loving lads. 

Whom Cupid's arrow never glads ! 

Away, poor fouls, that figh and weep. 

In love of thofe that be afleep ; 
For Cupid is a meriy god. 
And forceth none to kifs the rod* 

Sweet Cupid's (hafts, like deftiny. 

Do caufelefs good or ill decree ; 

Delert is borne out of his bow. 

Reward upon his wing doth go. 
What fools are they that have not known 
That love likes no laws but his own* 

My fongs they be of Cynthia's praife, 

I wear her rings on holidays. 

On every tree I write her name. 

And every day I read the fame; 
Where Honour Cupid's rival is. 
There miracles are feen of his. 

The worth that worthinefs fliould movf 

Is love, that is the bow of I^ve ; 

And love as well thee fofler can 

As can the naighty nobleman. 

Sweet faint, 'tis true, you worthy be. 
Yet, without love, nought worth ta ne ! 
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THE DREAM. 

My fenfcs all, like beacon's flame. 

Gave alaram to defire. 
To take arms in Cynthia's name. 

And fet all my thoughts on fire. 

Up I ftart, believing well 

To fee if Cynthia were awake ; 

Wonders I faw, who can tell ? 
And thus unto myfelf I fpake : 

Sweet god, Cupid, where am I ? 

That by pale Diana's light. 
Such rich beauties do efpy 

As harm our fenfes with delight. 

Am I borne up to the (kies ? 

See where Jove and Venus ihine. 
Shewing in her heavenly eyes 

That defire is divine ! 

I ftept forth to touch the flcy, 
I a god by Cupid's dreams, 

Cynthia, who did naked lie. 
Runs away, like filver ftreams 

Leaving hollow banks behind. 
Who can neither forward move ; 

Nor, if rivers be unkind. 
Turn away, or ceafe to love. 



LORD BROOK. 

Theie ftand I, like men that preach 
From the execution-place. 

At their death content to teach 
All the wodd with their difgrace. 

He that lets his Cynthia lie 

Naked on a bed of play. 
To fay prayers ere (he die, 

Teacheth time to ran away. 

Let no love-defiring heart 
In the ftars go feek his fete. 

Love is only Nature's art. 
Wonder hinders love and hate. 
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THE SOUZ's ERRAND. 

Go, (bul^ die body's goeft. 
Upon a thanklds enand. 
Fear not to touch tbe beft. 
The troth (hall be thy warruit; 
Go, fince I needs mnft die. 
And give the world die lie^ 

Go, tell the court it g^ows. 

And (hines like rotten wood^ 
Go, tdl the church it ihows 
What*s good, and doth no gooid I 
If church and court reply. 
Then give them both the lie* 

Tell potentates, they live 

Ading by others adions. 
Not lov'd unlcfs they give. 
Not ftrong but by their faAions* 
If potentates reply. 
Give potentates the lie. 

Tell men of high condition. 
That rule af^rs of ftate. 
Their purpofe is ambition. 
Their prance only hate. 
And if they once reply. 
Then give them all the lie. 
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Tell them that brave it moft^ 

They beg for more by fpdiding. 
Who in their greatdft coft, 
Sedc nothing but commending. 
And if they make reply. 
Spare not to give the lie. 

Tell zeal it lacks devotion. 

Tell love it is but luft. 
Tell time it is but motion. 
Tell flefh it is but duft. 
And wilh them not reply. 
For thou muft give the lie. 

Tell age it daily waftetfi. 

Tell honour how it alters. 
Tell beauty how fhe blafteth. 
Tell favour how (he falters^ 
And as they fhall reply 
Give each of them die lie. 

Tell wit how much it wrangles 

In tickle points of nicenefs ; 
Tell wifdom (he entangles 
Herfelf in over wifenefs. 
And if they do reply. 
Straight give them both the lie. 
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Tell phyfic of her boldnefs. 
Tell (kill it is pietenfion. 
Tell charity of cokbelff 
Tell law it is contention* 
And as they pdd iq>ly9 
So give than ftill the lie. 

Tell fortune of her blindneisj 

TcD nature of decay. 
Tell friendihip of unkindnefs, 
Tdl juftice of delay. 
And if they dare rep]y» 
Then give them all the lie. 

Tell arts they have no foundnefs^ 

But vary by efteeming. 
Tell fchools they want profonndnefii 
And ftand too much on feeming* 
If arts and fchools reply. 
Give arts and (chools the lie. 

Tell faith it's fled the city. 

Tell how the country erreth. 
Tell manhood (hakes off pity. 
Tell virtue leaft preferreth. 
And if they do reply. 
Spare not to give the lie. 
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So when thou haft, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing ; 
Although to give the lie 
Deferves no lefs than ftabbing ; 
Yet flab at thee who will. 
No flab the foul can kill. 



rHE NYMPH's REPLY 

TO THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD. 

If that the world and lore were young. 
And truth in every fliepherd's tongue, 
Thefe pretty pleafures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold. 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold ; 
And Philomel becometh dumb. 
And all complain of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter's reckoning yield ; 
A honey tongue — a heart of gall. 
Is fancy's fpring, but forrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy (hoes, thy beds of rofes. 
Thy cup, thy kirtle, and thy pofies. 
Soon break, foon wither, foon forgotten. 
In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 
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Thy belt of ftraw, and ivy buds. 
Thy coral clafps and amber ftuds ; 
All thefe in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy love. 

But could youth laft and love ftill breed. 
Had joys no date — nor age no need. 
Then thefe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 



DULCINA. 

As at noon Dulcina reiled 

In her fweet and fliady bower. 
Came a (hepherd and requeiled 
In her lap to fleep an hour* 

But from her look 

A wound he took 
So deep, that for a further boon 

TTie nymph he prays ; 

Whereto (he fays. 
Forego me now, come to me foon. 

But in vain (he did conjure him 

To depart her prefence fo. 
Having a thoufand tongues t' allure him, i 
And but one to bid him go. 
When lips invite. 
And eyes delight. 
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And cheeks as frefh as rofe in June* 

Perfuade delay— 

What boots to fay. 
Forego me now, come to me foon? 

He demiands, what time for pleafure 
Can there be more fit than now ? 
She fays> night gives love that leifure 
Which the day doth not allow. 

He fays, the fight 

Improves delight ; 
Which fhe denies; night's murky noon 

In Venus* plays 

Makes bold (ihe fays) ; 
Forego me now, come to me foon. 

But what promife or profeffion 

From his hands could purchale fcope ? 
Who would fell the fweet pofiefiion 
Of fuch beauty for a hope ? 

Or for the fight 

Of lingering night 
Forego the prefent joys of noon ? 

Tho' ne'er fo fair 

Her fpeeches were. 
Forego me now, come to me foon. 

How at laft agreed thefe lovers ? 

She was fair, and he was young ; 
The tongue may tell what th* eye difcovers, 

Joys unfeen are never fung. 
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Did (he confent^ 

Or he relent. 
Accepts he night, or grants (he noon. 

Left he her a maid 

Or not, flie faid 
Forego me now, come to me foon* 



THE SILENT LOFER. 
Passions are liken'd beft to floods and ftreams ; 

The (hallow murmur, but the deep are dumb : 
So, when afiedlions yield difcourfe, it ieems 

The bottom is but (hallow whence they come. 
They that are rich in words mud needs difcover. 
They are but poor in that which makes a lover. 
Wrong not, fweet miftrefs of my heart. 

The merit of true paflion. 
With thinking that he feels no {mart 

Who fues for no cbmpaflion. 
Since if my plaints were not t' approve 

The conqueft of thy beauty. 
It comes not from defed of love. 

But fear t' exceed my duty. 
For, knowing that I fue to ferve, 

A faint of fuch perfedion. 
As all defire, but none deferve 

A place in her afledion, 
I rather choofe to want relief. 

Than venture the revealing : 
Where glory recommends the grief> 

Defpair difdains the healing. 
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Siltoce in love betrays more woe 

Than words, though ne'er fo witty ; 
A beggar that is dumb, you know« 

May challenge double pity. 
Then wrong not, deareft to my heart. 

My love for fecret paffion ; 
He fmarteth moft who hides hisfmart. 

And fues for no compaflion. 



TsM shepherd's description of LOVE. 

** Shepherd, what's love ? I pray thee, tellT' 

It is that fountain, and that well. 

Where pleafure and repentance dwell; 

It is, perhaps, that fauncing bell 

That tolls us all to heav*n or hell; 

And this is love, as« I heard tell« 

Yet, what is love ? I pray thee, fay I" 
It is a work on holiday •, 
It is December matched with May, 
When lufty woods, in frefli array. 
Hear, ten months after, of the play ; 
And this is love, as I hear fay. 

** Yet, what is love ? good Ihepherd, fainc ?'* 

It is a funihine mix'd with raiir; 

It is a tooth-ach, or like pain; 

It is a game where none doth gain. 
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SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 

The lafs faith. No, and would full fain ! 
And this is love, as I hear faine. 

" Yet, ftiepherd, what is love, I pray 

It is a yea, it is a nay, 

A pretty kind of fporting fray ; 

It is a thing will foon away ; 

Then, nymphs, take Vantage while ye may. 

And this is love, as I hear fay. 

" Yet, what is love ? good (hq>herd« (how !* 

A thing that creeps, it cannot go, 

A prize that paffeth to and fro, 

A thing for one, a thing for moc ; 

And he that proves (hall find it fo ; 

And, (hepherd, this is love I trow. 



FERSES 

FOUND IN HIS BIBLE. 

Even fuch is time ; which takes in tnift 
Our youth, our joys, and all we have ! 

And pays us nought but age and duft. 
Which, in the dark and filent grave. 

When we have wander'd all our ways. 
Shuts up the ftory of our days. 

And from which grave, and earth, and diift> 

The Lord (hall raife me up, I truft. 
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IMJrATION OF MAR LOW, 

Come live > with me^ and be my dear. 
And we will revel all the year. 
In plains and gxoves> on hills and dales. 
Where fragrant air breeds fweeteft gales. 

There (hall yon have the beauteous pine. 
The cedar and the fpreading vine. 
And all the woods to be a ikreen. 
Left Fhebus kifs my funimer's green. 

The feat at your difport fhall be. 
Over fome river, in a tree. 
Where lilver fands, and pebbles, fing 
Eternal ditties with the fpring. 

There (hall you fee the nymphs at play. 
And how the fatyrs fpend the day ; 
The fifties gliding on the fands, 
Oficring their bellies to your hands. 

The birds with heavenly-tuned throats, 
PoftTefs wood's echo with fweet notes; 
Which to your fenfes will impart 
A mafic Co inflame the heart. 
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Upon the bare and leaflefs oak. 
The ring-dove's wooings will provoke 
A colder blood than you poflefs. 
To play with me, and do no lefs. 

In bowers of laurel, trimly dight. 
We will outwear the filent night. 
While Flora bufy is to fpread 
Her richeft treafure on our bed. 

Ten thoufand glow-worms fhall attend. 
And all their fparkling lights (hall fpend. 
All to adorn and beautify 
Your lodging with more majcfty 

Then in mine arms will I inclofe 
Lily's fair mixture with the rofe ; 
Whofe nice perfedtions in love's play 
Shall tune me to the higheft key. 

Thus, as we pafs the welcome night 
In fportful pleafures and delight. 
The nimble fairies on the grounds 
Shall dance and fing melodious founds. 

If thefe may ferve for to entice 
Your prefence to love's paradife. 
Then come with me, and be my dear. 
And we will ftraight begin the year. 



JAMES I. 
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JOSHUA SYLVESTER, 

POET LAUREAT. 



9^ 'works of this laborioiu but tirefome ivriter^ form a largt 
volume in folio^ printed in 1 64 1, and conftJHng prindpaUy of 
iranjlations. In page 65a, is inferted the « SouPs Errand^ 
( lubicb is ufually attributed to Sir Walter Haleigb J under tb§ 
Title of « The Lie^* but firangely disfigured. 



A CAUriON 

rOR COURTLT DAMSSLf. 

Beware, fair maid, of mighty courtiers' oaths: 
Take heed what gifts or favours you receive : 

Let not the fading glo(s of iilken cloaths 
Dazzle your virtues, or your fame bereave. 

For once but leave the hold you have of grace. 

Who will regard your fortune or your face? 

Each greedy hand will ftrive to catch the flower. 
When none regard the ftalk it grows upon ; 

Bafenefs defires the fruit (Hll to devour. 
And leave the tree to (land or fall alone : 

But this advice, faitxreature, take of me. 

Let none take fruit unlefs he'U have the tree» 
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Believe not oaths, nor much-protefting men % 
Credit no vows, nor a bewailing fong ; 

Let courtidrs fwear, forfwear, And fwear again. 
The heart doth live ten regions from the tongue 

And, when with oaths and vows they make yoil 
tremble. 

Believe them lead ! for then they moft diiTemUe* 



A CONTENrED MIND. 

I w EiGH not fortune's frown or fmile, 
. I joy not much in earthly joys ; 
I feek not ftate, I reck not ftile, 

I am not fond of fancy's toys ; 
I reft fo pleas'd with what I have, 
I wifh no more, no more I crave. 

I quake not at the thunder's crack, 
I tremble not at noife of war, 

I fwoon not at the news of wrack, 
I ihrink not at a blazing ftar ; 

I fear not lofs, I hope not gain ; 

I envy none, I none difdain, 

I fee ambition never pleafed, 

I fee fome Tantals ftarv'd in ftorc; 

I fee gold's dropfy feldom cafed, 
I fee e'en Midas gape for more. 

I neither want, nor yet abound : 

Enough's a feaft ; content is crown'd^ 
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I feign not friendftiip where I hate, 

I fawn not on the great in (how, 
I prize, I praife a mean eftate. 

Neither too lofty nor too low ; 
This, thb is all my choice, my cheer, 
A mind content, a confcience clear. 



Xhou art not fair, for all thy red and white. 
For all thofe rofy temperatures in thee. 

Thou art not fweet, tho' made of mere delight. 
Nor fair nor fweet, unlefs thou pity me. 

I will not footh thy follies, thou lhalt prove 
That beauty is not beauty, without love. 
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Tins poet •war bom in 1588, ami died in 1667. He wu a 
voluminous writer ; but no complete edition of bis xoorit 
was ever publijhed^ altbougb no author perbaps was ever mtort 
admired by bis cotemporaries, Aliji of bis pieces is given at tbe 
end of a ftnall pampblet called^ ** Extra^s from Juvemlia^ 
t5*tf. printed by George Bigg, X785." 



SONG. 

Shall I9 wafting in defpair. 
Die becaufe a woman's fair ? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care, 
'Caufe another's rofy are ? 
Be (he fairer than the day. 
Or the flowery meads in May, 
If ftie be not fo for me. 
What care I how fair (he be ? 

Shall my foolifli heart be pin'd, 
'Caufe I fee a woman kind ; 
Or a wcU-difpofed nature 
Joined with a lovely feature ? 
Be (he meeker, kinder, than 
The turtle-dove or pelican ; 
If (he be not fo to me. 
What care I how kind (he be ? 
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Shall a woman's virtues move 
Me to perifti for her love ? 
Or her well-defervings known> 
Make me quite forget mine own ? 
£e (he with that goodnefs bleft 
Which may merit name of beft; 
If (he be not kind to me^ 
Wliat care I how good (he be ? 

'Cauie her fortune feems too high. 
Shall I play the fool and die ? 
Thofe that bear a noble mind 
Where they want of riches find. 
Think what with them they would do. 
Who wi^out them dare to woo ; 
And unlefs that mind I fee. 
What care I how great (he be ? 

Great or good, or kind or fair, 
I will ne'er the more defpair ; 
If (he love me, this believe, 
I will die e'er (he (hall grieve ; 
If (he (light me when I woo, 
I can fcom and let her go; 
If (he be not fit for me. 
What care I for whom ihc be? 
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Amaryllis I did woo. 
And I courted Fhillis too ; 
Daphne for her love I chofe; 
Chloris, for that damalk rofe 
In her cheek, I held as dear. 
Yea, a thoufand liked, well-near ; 
And, in love with all togedier. 
Feared the enjoying either ; 
'Caufe to be of one poflefs'd, 
Barr'd the hope of all the reft. 



Lordly gallants, tell me this : 

Though my fafe content you weigh not. 
In your greatnefs what one blifs 
Have you gain'd, that I enjoy not ? 
You have honours, you have wealth, 
I have peace, and I have health ; 
All the day I merry make. 
And at night no care I take. 

Bound to none my fortunes be ; 

This or that man's fall I fear not ; 
Him I love that loveth me ; 
For the reft a pin I care not. 
You are fad when others chafe. 
And grow merry as they laugh ; 
I, that hate it, and am free. 
Laugh and weep as pleafeth me* 
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AN TONS I 'tis not your fwcet cying«. 
Forced paffions* feigned dyings, 
Geftures, temptings* tears, beguilings. 
Dancings, fingings, kiffings, fmilings. 
Nor thofe painted fweets, with which 
You unwary men bewitch, 
(All united, nor afunder) 
That can compafs fuch a wonder. 
Or to win you love prevail, 
Whpre her moving virtues fail. 

Beauties ! 'tis not all jthofe features 
Placed in the faireft creatures. 
Though their beft they Ihould difcover. 
That can tempt, from her^ a lover* 
*Tis not thofe foft fnow^r breafts^ 
Where love, rock'd by pleafure, refts. 
Nor the nedlar that we fip 
From a honey-dropping lip ; 
Nor thofe eyes whence beauty's lances 
Wound the heart with wanton glances ; 
Nor thofe fought delights, that lie 
In love's hidden treafury. 
That can liking gain, where Ihc 
Will the beft-bdoved be. 

For, Ihould thofe who think they may 
Draw my Jove from her away. 
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Bring forth all their female graces. 

Wrap me in their clofe embraces ; 

PraAife all the arts they may. 

Weep, or fing, or kifs, or pray ; 

One poor thought of her would arm me 

So as Circe could not harm me. 

Since, befides thofe excellencies, 

Wlierewith others charm the (enfes. 

She whom I have praifed fo. 

Yields delight for reafon too. 

Who could doat on thing fo common. 

As mere outward-handfome woman ? 

Thofe half-beauties only win 

Fools to let a£fedtion in. 

Vulgar wits, from reafon (haken. 

Are with fuch impoftures taken ; 

And, with all their art in love. 

Wantons can but wantons move. 



FHJLARETE to his MISTRESS. 

Hail ! thou faireft of all creatures 
Upon whom the fun doth (hine ; 

Model of all rareft features. 
And perfeftion moft divine: 

Hirice, all hail! and Uefled be 

Thofe that love and honour thee. 
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Though a ftranger to the moicfi. 
Young, obfenred, and defpiied. 

Yet, fuch art thy love infufes. 
That I thus have poetized. 

Read, and be content to fee 

Thy admired pow'r in me. 

On this glafs of thy perfedtioA 

If that any woman pry. 
Let them thereby take dirediion 

To adorn themfelves thereby : 
And if ought amifs they view. 
Let them drefs themfelves anew. 

This thy pidure, therefore (how I, 
Naked, unto every eye ; 

Yet no fear of rival know I, 
Neither touch of jealoufy ; 

For, the more make love to thee, 

I the more (hall pleafed be. 

I am no Italian lover. 

That will mew thee in a jail; 
But thy beauty I difcover, 

EnglKh-like, without a veil. 
If thou may'ft be won away. 
Win and wear thee he who may. 
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Yet in this thou may'ft bdievc mc, 
(So indifferent though I feem) 

Death with tortures would not grieve mc 
More» than lofs of thy efteem. 

For, if virtue me forfake. 

All a fcom of me will make. 

Then, as I, on thee relying. 
Do no changing fear in thee. 

So, by my defeAs fupplying. 

From all changing keep thou me : 

That unmatched we may prove. 

Thou for beauty, I for love. 



Sad eyes, what do you ail. 

To be thus ill-difpofed ? 
Why doth your fleeping fail. 

Now all men's elfe are clofed ? 
Was't I, that ne*er did bow 

In any fervile duty^ 
And will you make me now 

A flave to love and beauty ? 

What hopes have I, that (he 
Will hold her favours ever. 

When fo few women be 
That conftant can perfever ? 



GEORGE WITHER. 

Whatever fhe do protefl:^ 

When fortunes do deceive me» 
Then Ihc, with all the reft, 

I fear^ alas» will leave me* 

Shall then, in earned truth. 

My careful eyes obferve her ? 
Shall I confume my youth. 

And fliort my time to ferve her ? 
Shall I, beyond my ftrength. 

Let paffion's torments move me ? 
To hear her fay at length, 

** Away — cannot love thee." 

O, rather let me die 

Whilft I thus gentle find her ; 
'Twere worfe than death if I 

Should find (he proves unkinder ! 
One frown, though but in jeft. 

Or one unkindnefs feigned. 
Would rob mc of more reft 

Than e'er could be regained. 

But in her eyes I find 
Such figns of pity moving. 

She cannot be unkind. 
Nor err, nor fail in loving. 
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And, on her forehead^ this 
Seems written to relieve me. 

My heart no joy (hall mifs. 
That love or ihe can give me. 

And this (hall be the worft 

Of all that can betide me. 
If I, like fome, accurs'd. 

Should find my hopes deride me; 
My cares ihall not be long ; 

I know which way to mend them : 
1*11 think who did the wrong. 

Sigh, break my heart, and end them. 



THE STEDFASr SHEPHERD. 

Hence, away, thou fyren, leave me, 

Pifti ! unclafp thefe wanton arms ; 
Sugar'd words can ne'er deceive me, 

(Though thou prove a thoufand charms) ; 

Fie, fie, forbear. 

No common fnare 
Can ever my afieflion chain : 

Thy painted baits. 

And poor deceits. 
Are all beftow'd on me in vaia. 



GEORGE WITHER. 



Tm no flave to fach as you be« 

Neither (hall that fnowy breaft. 
Rolling eye^ and lip of ruby. 
Ever rob me of my reft : 

Go, go, difplay 

Thy beauty's ray 
To fome more-foon-enamour'd Twain : 

Thofe common wiles. 

Of (ighs and fmiles. 
Are all beftow'd on me in vain. 

I have elfcwhere vow*d a duty; 

Turn away thy tempting eye : 
Shew not me a painted beauty, 
Thefc impoftures I defy : 

My fpirit loaths 

Where gaudy deaths. 
And feigned oaths, may loVe obtain : 

I love her fo, 

Whofe look fwears no; 
That all thy labours will be vain. 

Can he prize the tainted pofies 

Which on every breaft are worn. 
That may pluck the virgin rofes 
From their never-touched thorn ? 
I can go reft 
On her fweet breaft. 



GEOJiG£ WirHER. 



That is the pride of Cynthia's train : 

Then ftay thy tongue. 

Thy mermaid fong 
Is all beftow'd on me in vain* 
He's a fool that bafely dallies 

Where each peafant mates with him ; 
Shall I haunt the thronged valleys, 
Whilft there's nobler hills to climb? 

No, no ; though clowns 

Are fcar'd with frowns, 
I know the beft can but difdain : 

And thofe I'll prove. 

So will thy love 
Be all beftow'd on me in vain, 

I do fcom to vow a duty. 

Where each luftful lad may woo : 
Give me her, whofe fun-like beauty 
Buzzards dare not foar unto ; 
She, (he it is 
Affords that blifs 
For which I would refiife no pain : 
But fuch as you. 
Fond fools, adieu ; 
You feek to captive me in vain. 

Leave me then, you fyrens, leave me. 
Seek no more to work my harms ; 

Crafty wiles cannot deceive me. 
Who am proof againft your charms : 



GEORGE WITHER. 



You labour may 

To lead aftray 
The heart that conftant ihall remain ; 

And I the while 

Will fit and fmile 
To fee you fpend your time in vain. 



XIO 



GEORGE WITHER. 



ThefdUavnng Rhomboidal Dirge, h inftrUd on account of its Jingulantj^ 

Ah me I 
Am I the fwain. 
That late, from forrow free, 
Did all the cares on earth difdain ? 
And ftill untouchM, as at fome fafer games, 
Play'd with the burning coals of love and beauty'sflames? 
Was*t I, could dive, and found each paflion*s fecret depth at will. 
And from thofe huge o'erwhelmings rife by help of reafon ftill^ 
And am I now, O heavens ! for trying this in vain. 
So funk that I fhall never rife again? 
Then, let defpairfet forrow's firing 
For drains that doleful'ft be» 
And I will ling 
Ah me! 



But why, 
O fatal time, 
Doft thou conftrain, that I 
Should periih in my youth's fwcet prime 
I, but a while ago, you cruel powers! 
In fpite of fortime cropt contentment's fweeteft flowers ; 
And yet, imfcorned, ferve a gentle nymph, the faireft (he 
That ever was belov'd of man, or eyes did ever fee. 
Yea, one whofe tender heart would rue for my diftreis. 
Yet I, poor I, muft perifli ne'erthelefs ; 
And,which much moreaugmentsmy care, 
Unmoaned I muft die, 
And no man e'er 
Know why ! 



GEORGE WITHER. 
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Thy leave, 
My dying fong, 
Yet take, ere grief bereave 
The breath which I enjoy too long. 
Tell thou that fair one this ; my foul prefers 
Her love above my life : and that I died hers. 
And let him be for evermore to her remembrance dear. 
Who lov*d the very thought of her, whilft he remained here 
And now farewel, thou place of my unhappy birth» 
Where once I breath'd the fweeteft air on earth. 
Since me my wonted joys forfake. 
And all my truft deceive. 
Of all I take 
My leave. 

Farewel, 
Sweet groves, to you ! 
You hills that highcft dwell. 
And all you humble vales, adieu ! 
You wanton brooks, and folitary rocks; 
My dear companions all, and you my tender flocks! 
Farewel, my pipe! and all thofe pleafing fongs, whofe moving ftrains 
Delighted once the faireft nymphs that dance upon the plains. 
You difcontents, whofe deep and over-deadly (mart 
Have, without pity, broke the trueft heart. 
Sighs, tears, and every fad annoy. 
That erft did with me dwell. 
And others joy, 
Farewel! 
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Adieu, 
Fair (hepherdeiTes ! 
Let garlands of fad yew 
Adorn your dainty golden trcfles ! 
I, that lov*d you, and often with my quill 
Made mufic that delighted fountain, grove, and hill, 
I, whom you loved fo, and with a fweet and chafte embrace. 
Yea, with a thoufand rarer favours would vouchfafe to grace, , 
I now muft leave you all alone, of love to plain; 
And never pipe nor never fing again. 
I muft, for evermore, be gone. 
And therefore bid I you. 
And every one, 
Adieu! 

I die! 
For, oh! I feel 
Death*8horror8 drawingnigh. 
And all this frame of nature reel. 
My hopelefs heart, defpairing of relief, 
Sinks underneath the heavy weight of faddeft grief. 
Which hath fo ruthlefs torn, fo rack'd, fo tortur'd every vein. 
All comfort comes too late to have it ever cur*d again. 
My fwimminghead begins to dance death*8 giddy round, 
A (huddering chilnefs doth each fenfe confound, 
Benumb'd is my cold fweaty brow, 
A dinmefs (huts my eye, 
And now, oh now, 
I diel 



BEN JONSON. 



SONG. 

Come, my CcHa, let us prove. 
While wc may, the fwcett of love ; 
Time will not be ours for ever. 
He at length our good will fever ; 
Spend not then his gifts in vain^ 
Suns that fet may rife agsdn; 
But if once wc lofe the light, 
*Tis with us perpetual night. 
Why (hould we defer our joys? 
Fame and rumour are but toys ; 
Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor houfehold fpies ? 
Or his eafier ears beguile 
So renK>ved by our wile ? 
'Tis no fin love's fruits to fteal ; 
But the fweet theft to reveal. 
To be taken, to be fecn, 
Thefe have crimes accounted been. 
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SONG. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes. 

And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kifs but in the cup> 

And I'll not alk for wine. 
The thirft that from the foul doth rife 

Doth aik a drink divine^ 
But might I of Jove's nedtar fup, 

I would not change for thine« 

I fent thee late a rofy wreath. 

Not fo much honouring thee. 
As giving it a hope that there 

It could not withered be ; 
But thou thereon didft only breathe. 

And fent'ft it back to me; 
Since when it grows and fmells, I fwear. 

Not of itfelf, but thee. 



rHE SWEET NEGLECT. 

Still to be neat, ftill to be dreft. 
As you were going to a feaft ; 
Still to be powder'd, ftill perfum'd ; 
Lady, it is to be prefum'd, 
Tho' art's hid caufes are not found. 
All is not fweet, all is not found. 



SEN yONSON. 



Give me a look^ give me a face. 
That makes fimplicity a grace ; 
Robes loofdy flowing, hair as free ; 
Sach fweet negled more taketh me 
Than all th' adulteries of art 
That ftrike mine eye, but not mine heart. 



HUE AND CRT AFTER CUPID, 

Beauties^ have ye feen a toy. 
Called Love; a little boy 
Almoft naked, wanton, b^nd. 
Cruel now, and then as kind ? 
If he be among ye, fay; 
He is Venus* run-away. 

She that will but now difcover 
Where the winged wag doth hover. 
Shall to-night receive a kifs. 
How and where herfelf would wilh ; 
£ut who brings him to his mother. 
Shall have that kifs, and another. 

Marks he hath about him plenty. 
You may know him among twenty : 
All his body is a fire. 
And his breath a flame entire : 
Which, being (hot like lightning in. 
Wounds the heart, but not the ikb» 



xz6 



SEN JONSON. 



Wings he hatb» which though ye clip» 
He will leap from lip to lip : 
Over liver> lights^ and hearty 
Yet not ftay in any part. 
And if chance his arrow mifles^ 
He will fhoot himfelf in kifles. 

He doth bear a golden bow. 
And a quiver^ hanging low. 
Full of arrows* which outbrave 
Dian's (hafts, where* if he have 
Any head more (harp than other. 
With that firft he ftrikes his mother. 

Still the faireft are his fuel. 
When his days are to be truel ; 
Lovers' hearts are all his food. 
And his baths their warme(t blood : 
Nought but wounds his hand doth feafon. 
And he hates none like to reafou. 

Truft him not ; his words, though fweet. 

Seldom with his heart do n^eet : 

All his pradlice is deceit. 

Every gift is but a bait : 

Not a kifs but poifon bears. 

And mo(t treafon's in his tears. 

Idle minutes are his reign. 
Then the ftraggler makes his gain. 



BEN JONSON. 



By prefenting maids with toys^ 
And would have you think them joys 
*Tis th* ambition of the elf 
To have all childifh as himfelf. 

If by thefe ye pleafe to know him. 
Beauties^ be not nice, but (hew him. 
Though ye had a will to hide him: 
Now, we hope ye'll tiot abide him. 
Since ye hear this falfer's play. 
And that he is Venus' run-away* 



WILLIAM BROWN, 



Author of Britamuas Pafiorah^^ the *« Shepherds PipCy* tsV. 
complete and beautiful edition of bis wtforh tvas publifred 
in 177%9 by T, Davies in Rujfd Street ^ Covent Gardem. 

SONG. 

Shall I tell you whom I Iotc ? 

Hearken then a while to me : 
And if fuch a woman move 

As I now fliall verfifie. 
Be afiur'd 'tis (he, or none. 
That I love, and love alone. 

Nature did her fo much right. 

As (he fcoms the help of art; 
In as many virtues dight 

As e'er yet embraced a heart ; 
So much good, fo truly tried. 
Some for lefs were deified. 

Wit (he hath, without dc(ire 
To make known how much (he hath & 

And her anger flames no higher 
Than may fitly fweeten wrath. 

Full of pity as may be. 

Though, perhap, not fo to me. 
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Reafon mailers every fenfe. 

And her virtues grace her birth; 
Lovely as all excellence, 

Modeft in her mod of mirth ; 
Likelihood enough to prove 
Only worth could kindle love. 

Such fhe is; and if you know 

Such a one as I have fung. 
Be fhe brown, or fair, or fo. 

That Ihe be but fomewhilc young; 
£e aiTur'd 'tis (he, or none. 
That I love, and love alone. 



THTjRSIS** praise to Hii MISTRESS. 

On a hill that graced the plain 
Thyrfis fate, a comely fwain, 

Comelier fwain ne'er graced a hill ^ 
Whilil his flock, that wander'd nigh« 
Cropt the green grafs bufily. 

Thus he tuned his oaten quill: 

Ver hath made the pleafant field 
Many fcveral odours yield. 

Odours aromatical : 
From feir Aftra's cherry lip 
Sweeter fmells for ever ikip. 

They in pleating palTen all. 



WILLIAM BROWir. 



Leafy groves now mainly ring 
With each fweet bird's fbnnetting. 

Notes that make the echos long : 
But when Aftra tunes her voice. 
All the mirthful birds rejoice. 

And are M'ning to her fong. 

Fairly fpreads the damaik rofe, 
Whofe rare mixture doth difclofe 

Beauties, pencils cannot feign. 
Yet, if Aibra pafs the buih, 
Rofes have been feen to blufh ; 

She doth all their beauties ftain. 

Fields are bleft with flow'ry wreath. 
Air is bled when ihe doth breathe. 

Birds make happy every grove ; ■ 
She each bird when ihe doth fing; 
Phcebus, heat to earth doth bring. 

She makes marble fall in love. 



r« SYRElTt SONG. 

IN THE INNER TEMPLE MASK. 

Steer, hither fteer, your winged pines. 

All-beaten mariners! 
Here lie love's undifcovered mines, 

A prey to paiTengers. 
Perfumes far fweeter than the beft 
Which make the phoenix' urn and neft* 



WILLIAM brown/ 



Fear not your (hips. 
Nor any to oppofe you« fave our lips ; 
But come on (hore. 

Where no joy dies 'till love hath gotten more* 

For fwelling waves, our panting breails. 

Where never ftorm^ arife. 
Exchange ; and be a while our guefts ; 

For flars, gaze on our eyes; 
The compafs love (hall hourly fing. 
And, as he goes about the ring, 
We will not mifs 

To tell each point he nameth with a kifs. 
Then come on fhore. 

Where no joy dies 'till love bath gotten more. 
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BEAUMONT W FLETCHER. 

FROM THE TRAGEDY OF THE BLOODY BROTHEK* 
SONG. 

Take, oh take thofc lips away. 
That fo fwcctly were forfworn ; 

And thofe eyes, the break of day 
lights, that do miflead the mom. 

Bat my kiiTes bring again. 

Seals of love, tho' feal'd in vain. 

Hide, oh hide thofe hills of fnow 

That thy frozen bofom bears ; 
On whoie tops the pinks that grow 

Are of thofe that April wears; 
But my poor heart firft fet free. 
Bound in thofe icy chains by thee. 

SONG 

IN THB NICE VALOUR* 

Hence all you vain delights. 
As ihort as are the nights 

Wherein you fpend your folly ; 
There's nought in this life fweet, 
If men were wife to fee't. 

But only melancholy, 

O fweeteft melancholy! 
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Welcome folded anns and fixed eyesj 
A figh that^ piercing, mortifies ; 
A lo(^ that's faften'd to the ground, 
A tongue chained up without a found. 

Fountain-heads and pathlefs groves. 
Places which pale pafiion loves; 
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are warmly hous'd, fave bats and owls ; 
A midnight bell, a parting groan, 
Thefe are the founds we feed upon. 
Then ftretch our bones in a Hill gloomy valley. 
Nothing's fo dainty fweet as lovely melancholy. 



SONG 

IN A MASQUE. 

You fliould ftay longer if we durft 

Away. Alas ! that he who firft 

Gave time wild wings to fly away. 

Has now no power to make him ftay. 

And though thefe games muft needs be play'd, 

I wilh this pair, when they arc laid. 

And not a creature nigh 'cm,.. 
Might catch his fcythe as he does pafs. 
And clip his wings, and break his glafs. 

And keep him ever by 'emt 



BEAUMONT W FLETCHER. 



SONG 



IN THl QUEIN OF COKINTH, 



V/eep no more^ nor figh, nor groan> 
Sorrow recalls not time that's gone 5 
Violets pluck'd, the fweeteft rain 
Makes not freih nor grow again ; 
Trim thy locks, look cheerfully. 
Fate's hidden ends eyes cannot (ee ; 
Joys, as winged dreams, fly faft. 
Why (hould fadnefs longer laft ? 
Grief is but a wound to woe, 
Gentleft fair! mourn, mourn, no moe* 



DUET 

IN THE CAPTAIN. 

Tell me, deareft, what is love ?'* 
'Tis a lightning from above ; 
*Tis an arrow, *tis a fire ; 
'Tis a boy they call Defire ; 
*Tis a grave 
Gapes to have 
Thofe poor fools that long to prove. 
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Tell me more, are women true ?** 
Yes, fome are, and fome as you. 
Some are willing, fome are ftrangc. 
Since you men firft taught to cliange; 
And till troth 
Be in both. 
All (hall love, and love anew. 

Tell me more yet, can they grieve?** 
YeS| and iicken fore, but live^ 
And be wife, and delay 
When you men are wife as they : 
Then I fee 
" Faith will be 
Never till they both believe." 

SONG 

IN THE ILDSR BROTHB&, 

Beauty clear and fair. 
Where the air 

Rather like a perfume dwells. 
Where the violet and the rofe 
Their blue veins in blufh difclofe. 

And come to honour nothing elfe. 

Where to live but near 
Planted there. 

Is ftiU to live and ftill live new. 
Where to' gain a favour is 
More than light's perpetual blifs ; 

O m^ke me live^^rving you I 
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SONG 

IN A Win WOU. A MONTH. 

LfET thofe complain that fed love's crudty. 
And in fad legends write their woes ; 

With rofes gently he corre^led me ; 
My war is without rage or blows ; 

My miftrefs' eyes (hine fair on my defires. 

And hope fprings up inflam'd with her new firea. 

No more an exile will I dwell. 
With folded arms and fighs all day, 

Redc'ning the torments of my hell. 
And flinging my fwect joys away. 
I am call'd home again to quiet peace. 
My mifbrefs iniiles» and all my forrows ceaie. 

Yet what is liying in her eye. 
Or being bkft with her fwect tongue. 

If thefe no other joys imply ? 
A golden gyve, a pleafing wrong. 
To be your own but one poor month, I'd give 

My youth, my fortune, and then leave to live. 



WILLIAM DRUMMOND. 

SONNET rO SLEEP. 

Sleep^ filencc' child, fweet father of foft reft. 

Prince, whofe approach peace to all mortals brings, 

Indifierent hoft to ihepherds and to kings ; 
Sole comforter to minds with grief oppreft. 
Lo ! by thy charming rod all breathing things 

Lie flumbering with forgetfulnefs pofleft ; 
And yet o'er me to fpread ihy drowfy wings 

Thou fpares, alas ! who cannot be thy gueft. 
Since I am thine, oh ! come, but with that face. 

To inward light, which thou art wont to Ihcw, 
With feigned folace eafe a true felt woe; 

Or if, deaf god, thou do deny that grace. 
Come as thou will, and what thou wilt bequeathe, 

I long to kife die image of my death* 



70 HIS LUrE. 

Air lute, be as thou waft, when thou didft grow 

With thy green mother in fome fhady grove. 
When immelodious winds but made thee move. 

And birds on thee their raraagc did beftow* 
Sith that dear voice which did thy founds approve. 

Which ufed in fuch harmonious ftrains to flow« 
Is reft from earth to tune thofe fpheres above. 

What art thou but a haiUnger of woe f 



WtLUAM LRUMMOND. 



Thy pleafing notes be pleafing flotes no more^ 
But orphan wailings to the fainting ear> 
Each flop a figh> each found draws forth a tear; 
Be therefore filent as in woods before. 

Or that if any hand to touch thee deign. 
Like widow 'd turtle ftili her lofs complain. 



sonnet: 

TO TUl XICHTINOALI. 

Dear quiriiler, who from thofe (hadows fends. 

Ere that the blufhing morn dare (hew her light. 
Such fad lamenting drains, that night attends 

(Become all ear}, ftan ftay to hear thy plight; 
If one, whofc grief even reach of thought tranfcends. 

Who ne'er, not in a dream, did tafte delight. 
May thee importune, who like cafe pretends. 

And feems to joy in woe, in woe's defpight ; 
Tell me, (fo may thou fortune milder try. 

And long, long fing!) for what thou thus complains. 
Since winter's gone, and fun in dappled iky 

Enamoured fmiles on woods and flow'ry plains ? 
The bird, as if my queftions did her move. 
With ticmblm^ wings figh'd forth, I love, I love* 



nrjLLJAM DRiJMMOND. 



SONG. 

Phoebus arife^ 

And paint the fable (kies 

With azure, white, and red : 

Roufe Memnon's mother from her Tithoii*s bed^ 

That Ihe may thy career with rofes ipread. 

The nightingales thy coming each-where fing. 

Making eternal fpring. 

Give life to this dark world that lieth dead* 

Spread forth thy golden hair 

In larger locks than thou waft wont before. 

And, emperor like, decore 

With diadem of pearl thy temples fair. 

Chafe hence the ugly night. 

Which ferves but to make dear thy glorious light. 

This is the morn (hould bring unto this grove 

My Love, to hear, and recompence my love! 

Fair king, who all preferves. 

But (hew thy blufhing beams ; 

And thou two fweeter eyes 

Shall fee, than thofe which by Peneus' ftreamt 

Did once thy heart furprife. 

Now Flora decks herfelf in faireft guife. 

If that, ye winds, would hear 

A voice furpafling far Amphion's lyre. 

Your furious cliiding ftay ; 

Let zephyr only breathe. 

And with her treflfes play. 



130 WILUAM DRUMMONB. 

The winds all filenc are. 

And Phcebiis in his chair 

En&fironing fea and air» 

Makes vani(h e^ery (lar. 

Night, like a drunkard, reels 

Beyond the hills, to ihan his flaming wheels. 

The fields with flowers are deck'd in every hue. 

The clouds with orient gold (pangle their blue ; 

Here is the pleafant place. 

And nothing wanting is, fave Ihe, alas ! 



SONNE r. 

Thrice happy he, who by fome ftiady grOvc 
Far from the clamorous world doth live, his own^ 
Though folitary, who is not alone. 
But doth converfe with that eternal love. 
O how more fweet is birds' harmonious moan. 
Or the hoarfe fobbings of the widow'd dove. 
Than thofe fmooth whifperings near a prince's throne. 
Which good make doubtful, do the ill approve! 
O how more fweet is zephyr's wholefbme breath. 
And fighs embalm'd which new«bom flow'rs unfold. 
Than that applaule vain honour doth bequeath ! 
How fweeter ftreams than poifon drunk in gold ! 

The world is full of horrors, troubles, flights; 

Woods' harmlefs fliades have only true delights* 



WILLIAM DRUMMOKD. 
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SONNET. 

SwiET fpring, thou tum'ft, with all thy goodly train. 
Thy head with flames, thy mantle bright with flow'rs ; 

The zephyrs curl the green locks of the plain. 
The clouds for joy in pearls weep down their 
fhow'rs. 

Doft turn, fweet youth ! but (ah !) my pleafant hours 

And happy days, with thee come not again ! 

The fad memorials only of my pain 

Do with thee turn, which turn my fweets to fours ! 

Thou art the fame which ftill thou wert before ; 

Delicious, lufty, amiable, fair. 

But flic whofe breath embalmed thy wholefome air 

Is gone , nor gold nor gems can her rellore. 
Negkded virtue! feafons go and come. 
While thine, forgot, lie clofed in a tomb. 



SONNET 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Sweet bird, that fing'ft away the early hours. 
Of winters paft, or coming, void of care. 
Well pleafed with delights that prefent are ; 
Fair feafons, budding fprays, fweet-fmelling flow'rs : 
To rocks, to fprings, to rills, from leafy bow*rs 
Thou thy Creator's goodnefs doft declare. 
And what dear gifts on thee he did not fpare ; 
A ftain to human ienfe in fin that low'rs. 



yjt WILLIAM DRUMMOND, 



Wbat foul can be fo fick, which by thy fongs 
(Atdr'd in fwcctnefs) fweetly is not driv'n 
Quite to forget earth's turmoils^ fpites, and wrongly 
And lift a reverend eye and thought to heav'n ? 
Sweet ardefs fongfter, thou my mind doft raifc 
To airs of fpheres^ yes, and to angels' lays. 



This world a hunting is. 

The prey poor maa ; the Nimrod fierce is death ; 

His fpeedy greyhounds are 

Luft, ficknefs, envy, care. 

Strife, that ne'er falls amifs^ 

With all thofe ills that haunt us while we've breath* 

Now, if by chance we fly 

Of thefe the eager chafe. 

Old age, with dealing pace, 

Cafts on his nets, and then we panting die. 



Ill 



THOMAS HEYWOOD. 



Zuagtahu tmtmerata Jive~and-4vjaay plays vuritten iy this v*- 
bmmau author, Tbe fdUnmng extra&s are tahn from bis 
« PUafaniX)ialcgiUf omiDrammat^Vfc:* fmaU l%mo. ltyj» 



SONG. 

Pack clouds away, and welcome day. 
With night wc banifh forrow ; 

Sweet air blow foft* larks mount aloft^ 
To give my love good-morrow. 

Wings from the wind to pleafe her mind. 
Notes from the laik I'll borrow; 

Bird prune thy wing, nightingale £ng. 
To give my love good-morrow. 
Notes from them both I'll borrow. 

Wake from thy ncft, Robin-red-breaft, 

Sing birds in every furrow ; 
And from each hill let mufic (hrill 

Give my fair love good-morrow. 
Blackbird, and thrufh, in every bu(h. 

Stare, linnet, and cock-fparrow 1 
You pretty elves, among yourielves. 

Sing my fair Love good-morrow. 

To give my Love good-morrow^ 

Sing birds in every furrow. 
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THOMAS HEYIVOOD. 



shepherd's song. 

W^E that have known no greater ftate 
Than this we live in> praife our fate : 
For courtly filks in cares are (pent. 
When country's rufTet breeds content; 
The power of fceptres we admire. 
But (heep»ho<^ for our nfe defire. 
Simple and low is our condition. 
For here with us is no amotion ; 
We with the fun our flocks unfold, 
Whoie rifing makes their fleeces gold. 
•* Our mufic from the birds we borrow, 
Thqr bidding us, we them, good-morrow/* 

Our habits are but coarfe and plain. 
Yet they defend from wind and rain ; 
A» warm too, in an equal eye. 
As thofe be ftain'd in fcarlet dye. 
The fliepherd, with his home-fpun lafs. 
As many merry hours doth pafs 
As courtiers with their coftly girls. 
Though richly deck'd in gold and pearls ; 
And, though but plain, to purpoie woo* 
Nay often with lefs danger too. 
Thofe that delight in dainties ftore^ 
One ftomacb feed at once> no more \ 



THOMAS HEYVrOOD. 



And, when with homely fare we feaft. 
With us it doth as well digeft ; 
And many times we better fpeed. 
For our wild fruits no furfeits breed. 
If we ibmetimes the willow wear. 
By fubtle fwains that dare forfwear. 
We wonder whence it comes, and fear 
They've been at court, and learnt it there. 
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MICHAEL DRAYTON. 

THE SHEPHERD'S DAFFODIL. 

** GoRBo, as thou cam'ft this way. 
By yonder little hill. 
Or as thou through the Bsi^ didit ftray 
•< Saw'ft thou my Daffodil ? 

She's in a frock of Lincoln green, 
'* The colour maids delight, 
*• And never hath her beauty feen 
** But through a veil of white* 

•* Than rofes richer to behold. 
That drefs up lovers* bow'rs^ 
The panfie and the marigold, 
«* Though Phoebus' paramours." 

Thou well defcrib'ft the Daffodil : 

It is not full an hour 
Since by the fpring, on yonder hill, 

I faw that lovely flower. 

\ Yet with my flower thou didft not meet, 

•* Nor news of her doft bring, 
«* Yet is my Daffodil more fweet 
Than that by yonder fpring." 



MICHAEL DRAVrON. 
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I faw a ihepherd that doth keep 

In yonder field of lilies^ 
Was making, as he fed his iheep^ 

A wreath of da£R)dillies, 

Yet, Gorbo, thou delud'ft me ftill. 

My flow'rthoudidft notfee. 
For know, my pretty Daffodil 
" Is worn of none but me." 

Through yonder vale as I did pafs, 

Defcending from the hill, 
I met a fmirking bonny lafs. 

They call her Dafibdil. 

Whofe prefence, as along flic went. 

The pretty flow'rs did greet. 
As though' their heads they downward bent 

With homage to her feet. 

And all the fliepherds that were iiigh. 

From top of every hill. 
Unto the valleys loud did cry. 

There goes fweet Daffodil ! 

I, gentle fliepherd, now with joy 
Thou all my flock doft fill ; 
•* Come, go with me, thou fliepherd*s boy, 
" Let us to DaflFodil." 



T 
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MICHAEL DRArrON. 



SONNE r. 

Since there's no help, come let ui kiis and partj 

Nay, I have done, you get no more of me ; 
And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart. 

That thus fo clearly I myfelf can free; 
Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows. 

And when we meet at any time again. 
Be it not feen in either of our brows 

That we one jot of former love retain. 
Now at the laft gafp of love's lateft breath. 

When his pulfe failing, paflion fpeechlels lies. 
When faith is kneeling by his bed of death. 

And innocence is clofing up his eyes. 
Now if thou would'ft, when all have giv'n him over. 
From dpth to ^ife thou might'ft him yet recover. 



TO MY cor LOVE. 

I PRAY thee, love, love me no more. 

Call home the heart you gave me ; 
I but in vain that faint adore. 

That can, but will not, fave me : 
Thefe poor half kiffes kill me quite. 

Was ever man thus ferved ? 
Amidil an ocean of delight. 

For pleafure to be flarved. 



MICHAEL DRATTON. 



Sheur me no more thofe fnowy breafts. 

With azure rivers branched^ 
Where whilft mine eye with plenty feafts. 

Yet is my thirft not ilanched. 
O, Tantalus! thy pains ne'er tell. 

By me thou art prevented, 
'Tis nothing to be plagu'd in hell. 

But thus in heav'n tormented. 

Clip me no more in thofe dear arms. 

Nor thy life's comfort call me ; 
O, thefe are but too powerful charms. 

And do but more enthrall me. 
But fee how patient I am grown. 

In all this coyle about thee ; 
Come, nice thing, let thy heart alone, 

I cannot live without thee. 



DONNE. 



SONG 

Go, and catch a falling flar« 

Get with child a mandrake toot. 
Tell mei where all paft times are. 
Or who cleft the Devil's foot; 
Teach me to hear mermaids finging. 
Or to keep off envy's ftinging. 
And find 
What wind 
Serves to advance an honeft mind. 

If thou be'ft born to fee ftrange fights. 

Things invifible, go fee ; 
Ride ten thoufand days and nights. 

Till age fnow white hairs on thee. 
Thou, when thou retum'ft, will tell me 
All ftrange wonders that befel thee. 
And fwear 
No where 
Lives a woman true and fair. 

If thou find'ft one, let mt know. 
Such a pilgrimage were fweet ; 

Yet do not, I would not go, 
Tho' at next door we might meet. 



DONNE. 
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Though (he were true when you met her. 
And laft till you write your letter. 

Yet (he 

Will be 

Falfe ere I come to two or three. 



SONG. 

I NEVER ftoop'd fo low as they 
Which in an eye, cheek, lip, can prey. 
Seldom to them who foar no higher 
Than virtue or the mind t* admire { 
For fenfe and underftanding may 
Know what gives fuel to their fire. 
My love, tho* filly, is more brave. 
For, may I mifs whene'er I crave. 
If I know yet what I would have. 



DAVISON. 



CUP id's pas TIMS. 

FROM PERCT*S COLLECTION. 

It chanc'd of late a (hephcrd fwaan^ 
That went to feek his ftraying flieep. 

Within the thicket, on the plain, 
Efpied a dainty nymph afleep. 

Her golden hair o'erfpread her face. 
Her carelefs arms abroad were call:. 

Her quiver had her pillow's place. 
Her breaft lay bare to every blaft. 

The fhepherd flood and gaz'd his fill. 

Nought durft he do, nought durft he fay ; 

When chance, or elfe perhaps his will. 
Did guide the God of Love that way. 

The crafty boy thus fees her fleep. 
Whom if fhe wak'd he durft not fee. 

Behind her clofely feeks to creep. 
Before her nap ihould ended be. 

There come, he fteals her lhafts away. 
And puts his own into their place ; 

Nor dares he any longer ftay. 
But ere ihe wakes hies thence apace. 



DAFISON. 



143 



Scarce was he gone but ihe awakes. 
And fpies the (hepherd fhinding by. 

Her bended bow, in hafte (he takes« 
And at the fimple fwain lets fly. 

Forth 'flew the (haft, and pierc'd his heart. 
That to the ground he fell with pain; 

But up again forthwith he flarts. 
And to the nymph he ran amain* 

Amaz'd to fee fo flrange a fight. 
She ihot, and ihot, but all in vain ; 

The more his wounds, the more his might. 
Love yielded ftrength amidft his pain. 

Her angry eyes were great with tears. 
She blames her hand, ihe blames her ikill. 

The bluntnefs of her (hafts (he fears. 
And try them on herfelf (he will. 

Take heed, fweet nymph, try not thy (haft. 
Each little touch will pierce thy heart ; 

Alas ! thou know'ft not Cupid's craft. 
Revenge is joy, the end is fmart. 

Yet try (he will, and pierce fome bare. 
Her hands were glov'd, but next her hand 

Was that fair breaft, that breaft fo rare. 
That made the (hepherd fenfelefs (land. 



DAVISON. 



That breaft ihe pierc'd^ and through the breaft 
Love found an entry to her heart; 

At feeling of this new-come gueft> 
Lord ! how the gentle nymph did fbut. 

She runs not now, (he (hoots no more. 

Away ihe throws both fhaft and bow ; 
She feeks for what Ihe ihunn'd before. 

She thinks the (hepherd's hafte too flow. 

Though mountains meet not, lovers may. 

What other lovers do did they ; 
The God of Love fat on a tree. 
And laugh'd that pleafant fight to fee. 
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SIR JOHN BEAUMONT, 

Brother of Brandt Beawnotd, and author of Bofwoxth Field, 
and oAer poemsy 1629. 

A DMSCRIPTION OF LOFE. 

Love is a region full of fires» 
And burning with extreme defires ; 
An objeft feeks, of which poflefs'd 
The wheels are fix'd, the motions reft. 
The flames in afhes lie opprefs*d. 
This meteor, ftriving high to rife. 
The fuel fpent fjdis down and dies. 

Why then (hould lovers (moft will fay) 

Exped fo much th' enjoying day ? 
Love is like youth : he thirfts for age. 
He fcoms to be his mother's page ; 
But when proceeding times afTuage 

The former heat, he will complain. 

And wi(h thofe pleafant hours again. 

We know that Hope and Love are twins ; 

Hope gone, fruition now begins : 
But what is this ? unconftant, frail. 
In nothing fure, but fure to fail. 
Which, if we lofe it, we bewail ; 

And when we have it, ftill we bear 

The worft of paflions, daily fear ! 



u 



146 



SJ^ JOHN BEAUMONT. 



When Loye thus in his center ends^ 
Defiie and Hope» his inward friends^ 
Are lhaken off ; while Doubt and Griefs 
The weakeft givers of relief^ 
Stand in his cooncil as the chief. 
And now he to his period brought. 
From Love becomes fome other thought, 

Thefe lines I write not to remove 

United fouls from ferious love : 
The beft attempts by mortals made 
Refled on things that quickly ^e ; 
Yet never will I men perfuade 

To leave affedions, where may flaine 

Impreffions of the love divine. 
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WILLIAM ALEXANDER, 

OP MENST&IX, IA&^ OF STZ&LIM. 



/oflMU of tbU writer 4ire remarkable far tbeir eleguiee and 
furity. He tvas Urm in X580, amd died in 164C. The 
earli^ Ef^Ufi edi^m of bu ivorh vmu fuUified im ^uarto^ 
1607. It contains four trage£es in alternate rbpme^ vuA 
djorufesy vix, Croefus, Darius, the Alexandrean tragedy, 
am/ Julius Caefar ; a Paraenefis to the Prince, oik/ Aurora, 
a cdleSlion of Jonnets, ^is hjl toas never repMified^ 



TKOU A jiP^ECH OF CCKLU, IN THE TAAClOY OF 
CROISVS. 

Fierce tyrant. Death, that in thy wrath didft take 
One half of me, and left a half behind. 

Take this to thee, or give me t'other back, 
fie altogether crud, or all kind. 

For whilft I live, thou canft not wholly die — 
O I even in fpite of death, yet ftill my choice ! 

Oft, with imagination's love-quick eye 
I think I fee thee, and I hear thy voice. 



4 
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mLLIAM ALEXANDER. 



And to content my languifhing ddire^ 

Each things to eafe my mind, fome help afibrds : 

I fancy whiles thy form — and then a-fire. 
In every found I apprehend thy words. 

Then, with fuch thoughts my memory to wound, 
I call to mind thy looks, thy words, thy grace-— 

Where thou didft haunt, I yet adore the ground ! 
And where thou ftept — O facred feems that place ! 

My folitary walks, my widow'd bed. 

My dreary fighs, my fheets oft bath'd with tears, 
Thefe can record the life that I have led 

Since firft fad news breath'd death into my ears ! 

I live but with defpair my Q)rite to dafli ; 

Thee firft I lov'd, with thee all love I leave ; 
For my chafle flames extinguifh'd in thy a(h. 

Can kindle now no more but in the grave ! 



WILLIAM ALEXANDER. 



EXTRACT 

r&OM A fiHOltUS IN JOLIOS CJISJM, 

This life of ours is like a rofe^ 
Which, whilft it beauties rare array. 

Doth then enjoy the leaft repofe ; 

When, virgin-like, it blufti we fee. 
Then is't of every hand the prey. 
And by each wind is blown away; 

Yea, though from violence 'fcaped free. 
Yet doth it languifli and decay. 
So, whilft the courage hotteft boils. 

And that our life feems beft to be. 
It is with danger compaft ftill. 
Of which, though none it chance to kilt. 
As nature fails the body ^dls. 

Since, as a (hip amidfl the deep. 

Or as an eagle through the air. 
Which of their way no impreflion keep, 
Moft fwift, when feeming leaft to move. 
This breath, of which we take fuch care. 
Doth tofs the body every where. 
That it may hence with hafte remove — 
Life (lips and fleeps always away. 

Then whence, and as it came, goes bare, 
Whofe fteps behind no trace do leave.- 



ISO WILUAM ALEXAKDES. 



Why (hoold heav'n-baniih'd fouls thus love 

The caufe and boands of their e3dle> 
Where they as reftleis fbangers ftiay ? 

And with fuch pain why ihoold diey reave 
That which they have no right to have, 
Whichj with themfelves^ within (hort while. 
As fummer's beauties, muft depiy. 

And can give nought except the grave ? 



SONG 

fltOM THl JUMOMJ^ 

O WOULD to God a way were found. 

That by fome fecret f3rmpathy unknown. 
My fair my fancy's depth might found. 
And know my flate as clearly as her own ! 
Then bleft, mxA bleft were I, 
No doubt, beneath the iky, 
I were the happieft wight; 
For if my ftate ibcy knew. 
It ruthlefs rocks would rue. 

And mend me if they might. 

The deepeft rivers make leaft din. 

The iilent foul doth moil abound in care. 

Then might my breaft be read within, 
A thoufand volumes would be written there. 
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Might filence ihew my mind. 
Sighs tell how I were pin'd; 
Or looks my woes relate. 
Then any pregnant wit. 
That well remarked it. 

Would foon difcem my itate. 

Oft thofe that do deferve difdain. 

For forging fancies get the beft reward ; 
When I, who feel what they do feign. 
For too mach love am had in no regard. 
Behold, by proof we fee. 
The gallant living free, 
. His fancies doth extend ; 
Where he that is overcome, 
Rein'd with refpedb, ftands dumb. 
Still fearing to ofiend. 

Then iince in vain I plidnts impart 

To fcomful ears, in a contemned fcroll. 
And fince my tongue betrays my heart. 
And cannot tell the anguilh of my foul. 
Henceforth I'll hide my loflb. 
And not recount the erodes 

That do my joys o'erthrow ; 
At leaft, to fenfelefs things. 
Mounts, vales, woods, floods, and fprings, 
I ihall them only ihow. 



WILLIAM ALEXANDER, 



Ah! unaffe^ed lines^ 

Trae models of my heart ; 
The world may fee that in yoa (hines 

The power of paffion> more than art. 
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WILLIAM BURTON. 

^THE ABSTRACT OF MELANCHOLY^ 

rilEFIXlB TO THE JNJTOHY OF MELANCHOLY. 

When I go mufing all alone. 
Thinking of divers things foreknown. 
When I build cafUes in the air. 
Void of forrow, and void of care, 
Pleafing myfelf with phantafms fweet, 
Methinks the time runs very fleet ; 
All my joys to this are folly. 
Nought fo fweet as melancholy* 

When I go walking, all alone. 
Recounting what I have ill done. 
My thoughts on me then tyrannize. 
Fear and forrow me furprife ; 
Whether I tarry ftill, or go, 
Methinks the time moves very flow. 
All my griefs to this are jolly. 
Nought fo fad as melancholy. 

When to myfelf I aft, and fmile. 
With pleafing thoughts the time beguile; 
By a brook-fide, or wood fo green. 
Unheard, unfougfat for, and unfeeoj 
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WILLIAM BURTON. 



A tfaouland pleafures do me blefs^ 
And crown my foul with happinefs. 
All my joys befides are folly. 
None fo fweet as melancholy* 

When I lie, fit, or walk alone, 
I figh, I grieve, making great moan. 
In a dark grove, or irkfome den. 
With difcontents and furies, then 
A thoufand miferies at once 
Mine heavy heart and foul enfconce. 
All my griefs to this are jolly. 
None fo four as melancholy. 

Methinks I hear, methinks I fee. 
Sweet mulic, wondrous melody. 
Towns, palaces, and cities fine. 
Here now, then there, the world is mine ; 
Rare beauties, gallant ladies Ihine, 
Whatever is lovely or divine. 

All other joys to this are folly. 
None fo fweet as melancholy. 

Methinks I hear, methinks I fee 
Ghoils, goblins, fiends, my phantafie 
Prefents a thoufand ugly lhapes, 
Headlefs bears, black men, and apes. 
Doleful outcries, fearful fights. 
My fad and difmal foul affrights. 
All my griefs to this are jolly. 
None fo damn'd as melancholy. 



nriLLJAM BURrON 



Methinks I courts methinks I kifs> 
Mcthinks I now embrace my mifs ; 

bleffed days, O fweet content. 
In paradife my time is fpent ! 

Such thought may ftill my fancy move. 

So may I ever be in love ! 

All my joys to this are folly. 
Nought fo fweet as melancholy. 

When I recount love's many frights. 
My fighs and tears, my waking nights^ 
My jealous fits ; O mine hard fate 

1 now repent, btit 'tis too late. 
No torment is fo bad as love. 
So bitter to my foul can prove. 

All my griefs to this are jolly. 
Nought fo harfh as melancholy* 

Friends and companions, get you gon6 : 

*Tis my defire to be alone. 

Ne'er well, but when my thoughts and I 

Do domineer in privacy; 

No gem, no treafuie like to this, 

^Tis my delight, my crown, my blifs. 
All my joyi to this are folly. 
Nought lb fweet as melancholy. 

^Tis my fole plague to be alone, 
I am a bead, a monfter grown, 
I will no light nor company, 
I find it now my mifery. 



HT ILL J AM BUJirOir. 



The fcenc is tum'd, my joys arc gone« 
Fear^ diicontent, and forrows come. 
All my griefs to this are jolly. 
Nought fo fierce as melancholy* 

I'll not change life with any king, 
I ravifh'd am ! can the world bring 
More joy, than ftill to laugh and fmile. 
In pleafant toys time to beguile ? 
Do not, O do not trouble me. 
So fweet content I feel and fee* 
All my joys to this are folly. 
None fo divine as melancholy. 

I'll change my ftate with any wretch 

Thou canil from jail or dunghill fetch. 

My pain's paft cure ; another hell ; 

I cannot in this torment dwell; 

Now, defperate, I hate my life : 

Lend me a halter or a knife. 

All my griefs to this are jolly. 
Nought fo damn'd as melancholy. 



CHARLES 1. 



CAREW. 



Thi NK not, *caufe men flattering fay, 
Y' are frefti as April-^-fweet as May ; 
Bright as is the morning ftar. 
That you are fo ; or though you are. 
Be not therefore proud, and deem 
All men unworthy your efteem : 
For, being fo, you lofe the pleafure 
Of being fair, lince that rich treafure 
Of rare beauty and fweet kztxxxfi 
Was beftow'd on you by nature 
To be enjoy'd, and 'twere a fin 
There to be fcarce, where flie hatli been 
So prodigal of her bdl graces : 
Thus common beauties, and mean faces. 
Shall have more paftime, and enjoy 
The fport you lofe by being coy. 
Did the thing for which I fue 
Only concern myfelf, not you ; 
Were men fo framed as they alone 
Had all the pleafure, women none. 
Then had you reafon to be fcant; 
But, 'twere a madnefs not to grant 
That which affords (if you confent) 
To you, the giver, more content. 



C A Ji £ HT 



Than me, the beggar ; oh then be 
Kind to yourfelf if not to me : 
Starve not yourfelf, becaufe you may 
Thereby make me pine away ; 
Nor let brittle beauty make 
You your wifer thoughts forfake : 
For that lovely face will fail : 
Beauty's fweet, but beauty's frail ; 
Tis fooner paft, 'tis fooner done« 
Than fummer's rain or winter's. fun; 
Moft fleeting, when it is moft dear; 
'Tis gone, while we but (ay 'tis here. 
Thefe curious locks, fo aptly twin'd, 
Whofe every hair a foul doth bind. 
Will change their auburn hue, and grow 
White, and cold as winter's fnow* 
That eye which now is Cupid's neft 
Will prove his grave ; and all the reft 
Will follow 5 in the cheek, chin,nofe. 
Nor lily (hall be found, nor rofe. 
And what will then become of all 
Thofe whom you now (eryants call ? 
Like fwallows, when your fummer's done. 
They'll fly, and feek fomc warmer fun. 
Then wifely choofe one to your friend, 
Whofe love may (when your beauties end) 
Remain ftill firm. Be provident. 
And think before the fummer's fpent 
Of following winter. Like the ant 
In plenty hoard for time of fcant. 



C A H E fr. 



Cull put amongft the multitiide 

Of lovers that feek to intrade 

Into your favour, one that may 

Love for an age, not for a day ; 

For, when the ftorms of time have moved 

Waves on tiiat cheek that was beloved ; 

When a fair lady's cheek is pined. 

And yellow fpread where red once Ihined ; 

When beauty, youth, and all fweets leave her. 

Love may return, but lovers never! 

And old folks fay there are no pains 

Like itch of love in aged veins. 

Oh, love me then ! and now begin it. 

Let us not lofe this prefent minute ; 

For time and age will work that wrack. 

Which time or age fhall ne'er call back. 

The fnake each year freih (kin refumes. 

And eagles change their aged plumes. 

The faded rofe each fpring receives 

A frefh red tindure on her leaves ; 

But if your beauties once decay. 

You never know a iecond May. 

Oh then be wife, and whilft your feafon 

Afibrds you days for fport, do reafon ; 

Spend not in vain your life's fhort hour. 

But crop in time your beauty's flower. 

Which will away, and doth together 

Both bud and fade, both blow and wither. 
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C A R BIT. 



S l^G. 



If the quick ipirits in your ey« 
Now languifh^ and anon muft die ; 
If every fweet, and every grace, 
Muft fly from that forfaken face« 
Then, Celia, let us reap our joys. 
Ere time fuch goodly fruit deftroys* 

Or, if tliat golden fleece muft grow 
For ever, free from aged fnow ; 
If thofe bright funs muft know no (hade. 
Nor your frelh beauties ever fade. 
Then fear not, Celia, to beftow 
What ftill being gather'd, ftiU muft grow. 
Thus, either Time his fickle brings 
In vain, or elfe in vain his wingSo 



When you the fun-burnt pilgrim fee. 
Fainting with thirft, hafte to the fprings; 

Mark how, at firft with bended knee. 
He courts the chryftal nymphs, and flings 

His body to the earth, where he 

Proftratc adores the flowing deit)\ 
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Bat when his fweaty face is drench'd 

In her cool waves ; when from her fweet 
Bofom his burning thirft is quench'd> 
He kicks her banks« and from the place* 
That thos refrelh'd him* moves with fallen pace. 

So lhalt tfaoa be defpis'd, fair madd* 

When by the fated lover tafted ; 
What firft he did with tears invade* 

Shall afterwards with fcom be wafted : 
When all the virgin fprings grow dry. 
When no fprings (hall be left* but in thine eye. 



SONG. 

He that loves a rofy cheek. 

Or a coral lip admires. 
Or from ftar-like eyes doth feek 

Fuel to maintain his fires ; 
As old time makes thefe decay. 
So his flames mud wafle away. 

Bat a fmooth and f(edfaft mind. 
Gentle thoughts, and calm defires. 

Hearts with equal love combined. 
Kindle neverwdying fires ; 

Where thefe arc not, I defpife 

Lovely checks, or Hp, or eyes. 
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Ask me wby I you heic* 

This firftling of tbe winter year ; 

Alk me why I fend to you 

This primrofe, all bepearl'd with dew ; 

I ftraight will whifper in your ears« 

The fweets of love are waih'd with te^ 

A(k me why this flow'r doth ihew 
So yeliow, green^ and fickly too« 
Aik me why the ftalk is weak 
And bending, yet it doth not break; 
I muft tell you^ thefe difcover 
What doubts and fears are in a lover. 



Amongst the myrtles as I walked^ 
Love and my fighs thus intertalked: 
«» Tell me (faid I, in deep diftrefs) 
Where may I find my ihepherdefs ?" 

Thou fool (faid Love)^ know'ft thou not this> 

In every thing that's good fhe is ? 

In yonder tulip go and feek. 

There may'ft diou find her lip« her cheek : 



C A n B H^. 



In yon enamelled panfy by. 

There thou (halt have her curioqs eye ; 

In bloomy peach, in rofy bud. 

There wave the ftieamers of her blood." 

«* 'Tis true," faid I ; and thereupon 
I went to pluck them one by one. 
To make of parts a union : 
But, on a fudden, all was gone. 
With that I ftopt ; feid Love, Thcfe be. 
Fond man, refemblances of thee* 

And, as thefe flow'rs, thy joys fhall die, 
•* Ev'n in the twinkling of an eye : 
** And all thy hopes of her fhall wither 

Like thofe (hort fweets thus knit together*" 



Gaze not on thy beauty's pride. 
Tender maid, in the falfe tide 
That from lover's eye doth glide. 

Let thy faithful chryftal ihow 
How thy colours come and go ; 
Beauty takes a foil from woe. 

Love, that under fmooth ftreams lies^ 
Under Pity's fair difguife. 
Will thy melting heart furprife* 
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Nets^ of paffion's fineft thready 
Snaring poems will be fpread^ 
All to catch thy maidenheads 

Then, beware! for thofe that cure 
Love's diieafe> -thf mfelves endure 
For reward a calenture. 

Rather let the lover pine. 
Than his pale cheek Ihould ailign 
A perpetual bluih to thine. 



BOLDNESS IN LOVE, 

Mark how the bafliful mom in vain 
Courts the amorous marigold. 

With fighing blafts, and weeping rain. 
Yet fhe refufes to unfold. 

Put, when the planet of the day 
Approacheth, with his powerful ray. 
Then (he fpreads, then (he receives 
His warmer beams into her virgin leaves. 

So (halt thou thrive in love, fond boy ! 

If thy fighs and tears difcover 
Thy grief, thou never fhall enjoy 

The juft. reward of a bold lover. 



c A R E nr. 
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But, when with moving accents, thou 
Shalt conftant faith and fervice vow. 
Thy Celia (hall receive thofe charms 
With open ears, and with unfolded armsi 



VNGRATEFUL SEAUTT rHREATENED. 

Know, Celia (fincc Aou art fo proud) 
'Twas I that gave thee diy renown ; 

Thou hadll, in the forgotten crowd 
Of common beauties, liv'd unknown^ 

Had not my wrfe exhaled thy name. 

And with it impt the wings of fame* 

lliat killing power is none of thine, 
I gave it to thy voice and eyes; 

Thy fweets, diy graces, all arc mine ; 
Thou art my ftar, ihin*il in my flues : 

Then dart not from thy borrow'd fphere 

Lightning on him that fix'd thee there. 

Tempt me with fuch affrights no more. 

Left what I made I uncreate. 
Let fools thy myftic forms adore, 

I'll know thee in thy mortal ftate. 
Wife poets, that wrap truth in tales. 
Know her themfclves through all her veils. 



C A X £ fr. 



SONG, 

WoNDBR not though I am blind* 
For you muft be 
Dark in your eyes* or in your mind* 

If, when you fee 
Her face, you prove not blind, like me 
If the powerfiil beams that fly 

From her eye. 
And thofe powerful fweets that lie 
Scatter'd in each neighbouring part. 
Find a paflage to your heart ; 
Then you'll confefs your mortal fight 
Too weak for fuch a glorious light. 
For if her graces you difcover. 
You grow, like me, a dazzled lover : 
But, if thofe graces you not fpy. 
Then are you blinder far than I. 
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SHIRLET. 

DEATH'S FINAL CONGEST. 

The glories of our birth and ftate 

Are Ihidows, not fobftantial things; 
There is no armour againft fate ; 
Death lays his icy hands On kings* 
Sceptre and crown 
Muft tumble down. 
And in the duft be equal made 
With the poor crooked fcythe and fpade. 

Some men with fwords may reap the fields 
And plant freih laurels where they lull ; 
But their drong nerves at laft muft yield ; 
They tame but one another ftiil. 
Early or late> 
They ftoop to fate. 
And muft give up their muc}l||png btMh« 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow. 

Then boaft no more your mighty deeds ; 
Upon death's purple altar now. 
See where die vidor vidim bleeds. 
All heads muft come 
To the cold tomb ; 
Only the adions of the juft 
Sxndl fweet, and bloflbm in the duft* 
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SONG. 

Fine young Folly, tbo' you were 
That fair beauty Idid fwear« 

Yet you ne'er could touch my heart; 
For we courtiers learn at fchool« 
Only with your fcx to fool—, 

You'xe not worth the ferious part* 

When I figh and kifs your hand» 
Crofi my arms, and wond'ring ftuid^ 

Holding parley with your eye : 
Then dilate on my defires. 
Swear the fun ne'er ihot fuch fires. 

All is but a handfome lie. 

When I eye your curl or lace. 
Gentle foul, you tlunk your &ce 

Straight fome murder doth commit 
And your virtue doth begin 
To grow fcrupulous of my fin. 

When I talk to ihew my wit. 

Therefore, Madam, wear no cloud. 
Nor to check my love grow proud. 

For in footh, I much do doubt 
*Tis the powder on your hair. 
Not your breath, perfumes the air. 

And your cloaths that fet yotJL out. 
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Yet though troth has this confefs'd, 
AndIyow> Ilovcinjcft, 

When I next begin to courts 
And proteft an amorous flame> 
You will fwear I in eameft am». 

Bedlam! this is prettjr iport; 



SONG. 

N^OT the phccnix in his death. 
Nor thofe banks where violets grow. 
And Arabian winds ftill blow. 

Yield a perfume like her breath, 
fiut, O ! marriage, makes the ipell. 
And 'tis poifon if I fmelL 

The twin beauties of the ikies, 
(When the half-funk failon haftc 
To rend £iil and cut their maft) 

Shine not welcome as her eyes ; 
fiut thofe beams, than ftorms more black. 
If they point at me, I wrack* 

Then for fear of fuch a fire. 
Which kills worfe than the long night 
Which benumbs the Mufcovite, 

I mufl from my life retire. 
But, oh no, for if her eye 
Warm me not« I freeze and die* 
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rHB DESCRIPriON OF CAStARA. 

Like tbe violet* which alone 
Proipers in fome happy ihade* 

My Caftara lives unknown. 
To no loofer eye betray'd; 

For (he's to herfelf untrue. 

Who delights i'th' public view* 

Such is her beauty, as no arts 
Have enrich'd with borrowed grace ; 

Her high birth no pride imparts. 
For fhe bluihes in her place ; 

Folly boafts a glorious blood — 

She is nobleft, being good. 

She her throne makes reafon climb, 
Whilft wild paffions captive lie ; 

And, each article of time. 

Her pure thoughts to heaven fly» 

All her vows religious be. 

And her love fhe vows to me, 
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. ftO CASrARA, 

07 TRUK OBLICHT. 

"Why doth the ear fo tempt the voice 
That cunningly divides the air ? 

Why doth the palate buy the choice 
Delights o' th' fea to enrich her fare ? 

As foon as I my ear obey. 

The echo's loft ev'n with the breath ; 
And whoi the fewer takes away, 

I'm left with no more tafte than deadu 

Be carious in purfuit of eyes. 

To procreate new loves with thine; 

Satiety makes fenfe defpife 
What fuperiUtion thought divinje. 

Quick fancy how it mocks delight! 

As we conceive things are not fuch ; 
The glow-worm is as warm as bright. 

Till the deceitful flame we touch. 

The rofe yields her fweet Uandifhm^t, 
Loft in the folds of lovers' wreaths : 

The violet enchants the fcent. 
When early in the fpring ihe breathes^ 
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But winter comes, and makes each fiowV 
Shrink from the pillow where it grows ; 

Or an intruding cokL hath pow'r 
To (com the perfume of the rofe. 

Our fenles, like falie glafles, fhow 

Smooth beauty, where brows wrinkled are. 
And make the cozen'd fancy glow; 

Chaile virtue's only true and fair. 



ro CA&TARA, 
GiTE roe a heart, where no impure 

Diforder'd paflions rage ; 
Which jeakufy doth not obfcure. 

Not yanity t' expence engage: 
Nor woo'd to madnefs by quaint oaths» 
Or the fine rhetoric of cloaths. 

Which not the foftnefs of the age 
To vice or folly doth incline: 
Give me that heart« Caftara, for 'tis thine. 

Take thou a heart, where no new look 

Provokes new a^^dte ; 
With no fieih chann of beauty nx^. 

Or wanton ftratagem of wit; 
Not idly wandering here and tHere, 
Led by an amorous eye or ear. 

Aiming each beauteous mark to hit; 
Which virtue doth to one confine: 
Take thou that heart, Caftara, for 'tis mine. 
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RANDOLPH. 

ODE. 

Coif E> fpur away, 
I have no patience for a longer ilay. 
But mull go down 

Andleavethechargeablenoifeofdusgieattowa: 
I will the country fee 
Where old fimplicity 
Tho' hid in grey. 
Doth look more gay 
Than foppery in plafh and fcarlet clad* 
Faiewel you city wits, that are 
Almoft at civil war ; 
*Ti8 time that Igrow wife when all the worldgrowsmad« 
More of my days 

I will not fpend to gain an ideot's praife : 
Or to make fport 

For fome flight puny of the inns of court. 
Then, worthy Stafibrd, lay. 
How (hall we fpend the day ? 
With what delights 
Shorten the nights 
When from this tumult we are got fecure; 
Where mirth with all her freedom goes* 
Yet lhall no finger lole 
Wheieeveiy wordis tfaottg^t>and every thought ispure. 
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There, from the tree 

We'll cherries pluck, and pick the ftxawberry ; 
And every day 

Go fee the wholefome girls make hay, 
Whofe brown hath lovelier grace 
Than any painted face 

Tliat I do know 

Hyde Park can (hew ; 
Where I had rather gain a kifs, than meet 

(Though fome of them, in greater (late» 

Might court my love with plate) 
Thebeautiesof theCheape,and wivesof Lombardfticet* 

But think upon 

Some other pleafures, thefe to me are none. 
Why do I prate 

Of women, that are things againft my fate ? 

I never mean to wed 

That torture to my bed» 
My mufe is (he 
My love (hall be : 

Let clowns get wealth^and heirs !— when I am g|one. 
And the great bugbear, griily death. 
Shall take this idle breath. 

If I a poem leave, that poem is my fon. 
Of this no more- 
Well rather tafte the bright Pomona's ftore ; 
No fruit (hall 'fcape 

Our palates, from the damibn to the grape. 
Then foil, we'll feek a (hade. 
And hear what mufic's made; 



JStANDOLFS. 
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How FUlomd 

Her tale doth tdl» 
And how the other birds do fill the qniiey 

The thrufh and blackbird lend their throats. 

Warbling melodious notes» 
We will all fports enjoy, which others bat defir^ 

Ours is the iky. 

Where, at what fowl we pleafe^our hawks (hail fly* 
Nor will we fpare 

To hunt the crafty fox, or tim'roos hare ; 
But let our hpunds run loofe 
In any ground they choofe : 
The buck ihall fall. 
The ftag and oIL 
Our pleafures muft from their own warrants be. 
For to my mufe, if not to me, 
I am fure'all game is free ; 
Heav'n, earth, areall but parts of her great royalty* 
And when we mean 

To tafte of Bacchus* bleflings now and then. 
And drink by ilealth 
A cup or two to noble BMslcy*$ health, 
I'll take my pipe and try 
The Phrygian melody. 
Which he that hears 
Lets through his ears 
A madnefs to diftemper all the bndn* 
Then I another pipe will take. 
And Doric mafic make. 
To cirilize with graver notes oar wits again* 
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BPITHALAMIUM. 

IVf USE ! be a bridemsud : doft not hear 
How honoured Hmt, and his fidr Deer^ 
This day prepare their wedding cheer. 

The fwifteft of thy pinions take« 
And hence a fudden jonmey make 
To help 'em break their bridal cake. 

Hafte 'em to church : tell *cm, love fays 

Religion breeds but fond delays 

To lengthen out the tedious days. 
• • • 

Chide the flow prieft that fo goes on 
As if he iear'd he fhould have done 
His fermon ere the glafs be run : 

Bid him poft o'er his words as faft 
As if himielf were now to tafle 
The pleaAire of fo fair a waif^. 

Now lead the blefled <Kmple home. 
And ferve a dinner up to fome» 
Their banquet is as yet to come* 

Msuds ! dance as nimbly as your blood. 
Which I fee fwell a purple flood. 
In emulaticm of that good 



The bride poflefieth: forldeem 
Wha( Ihe enjoys will be die theme. 
This night, of every Tifjgin'sdreamr 

Bat envy nc^ their bleft content. 
The hafty night is almoftfpent. 
And they of Copid will be (hent» 

The fun is now ready to ride; 
Sure, 'twas the morning I efpied, 
Qr 'twas the bluihing of the bride. 

See ! how the lofty brid^;room's veins 

Swell, 'till the adive torrent ihrains 

To break thofe o'erftretch'd azare chains! 

And the fair bride, ready to cry 
To fee her pleaiant lois fo nigh. 
Pants like the fealed pigeon's eye* 

Put out the torch. Love loves not lights 
Thoie that perform his myftic rites 
Muft pay their orifons by nights. 

Nor can that facrifice be done 

By any pricft or nun alone. 

But when they both are met in one. 

Now, you that tafte of hymen*s cheer. 
See that your lips do meet fo near 
That cockles might be tutor'd there. 



And let the whii|>'rings of your love 
Soch fhort and gentle murmurs prove^ 
As they were ledlnies to the dove. 

And in fuch ftri£l embraces twine. 
As if you read unto the vine. 
The iv7» and the columbine* 

Thence may there fpring many a pair 
Of fons ai4 daughters ftrong and fair. 
How foon the gods have heard my pray'r ! 

Methinks already I efpy 

The cradles rock» the babies qiy. 

And drowfy nnries hillaby* 
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RICHARD BRATHWAITE, 

JMvr of Time's Curtain drawn, or the Apatomy of 
. Vanity, bV. 1633/ 

SONG 

y&OM TBE SBEPBE&D'i TALES, 

If marriage life yield foch content. 

What heavy hap have 1 1 
Whofe life with grief and for row {pent, 

Wi(h deaths yet cannot die* 
She's bent to fmik when I do ilorm. 

When I am cheerful too 
She feems to low'r. Then who can cure 

Or countcrpoife my woe ? 

My marriage-day chac'd joy away. 

For I have found it true. 
That bed which did all joys diiplay* 

Became a bed of rue. 
Where afps da browaoe on ^cy's flow'r, - 

And beauty's bloflbm too ; 
Then where's that power on eartb» may cure 

Ox countcrpoife my woe f 
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I thought love was the lamp of life> 

No life withouten love^ 
No love like to a faithful wife ; 

Which when 1 fought to prove* 
I found her birth was not of earth» 

For all that I could know* 
Of good ones I perceiv'd a deardi; 

Then who can cnie my woe ? 

My board no difhes can a£S>rd 

But chajmg^jbes all! 
Where felf-wiU domineers as lord 

To keep poor me in thrall. 
My difcontent gives her content* 

My friend (he vows her foe; ^ 
How (hould I then my forrowt vent 

Or cure my endlefs woe ? 

No cure to care* farewd.all joy* 

Retire poor foul and die ! * 
Yet ere thou die* thyfdf employ 

That thou may'ft mount the iky: 
Where thou may'ft move commanding Jove 

That Pluto he might go 
To wed thy wife* who ended thy life ; 

For this will cuxe thy woe! : 



MIC HARD JSHATHfrAITR, 



CARE'S CURE, 

OE A no FOR CA&E« 

Happy ii tliatftate of his* . 
Takes the wbrM as it is. 
Lofe he honours* friendihip* wealth* 
Lofe he liberty or health; 
Lofe he all that earth can give* 
Having nought whereon to live; 
So prepared a mind's in him* 
He's refolv'd to fink or fwim* 

Should I ought dcjedled be* 
XTaufe blind Fortune frowns on me ? 
Or put finger in the ey« 
When I fee my Damon die ? 
Or repine fuch fliould inherit 
More of honours than of merit ? 
Or put on a fourcr face* 
To fee virtue ia difgrace ? 

Should Itweep* when I do tiy 
Fickle friends' inconftancy ? 
Quite diibairding mine and me^ 
When they ihould the firmeft be; 
Or think nfuch when barren brain 
Are poflefs'd of rich domains^* 
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When in reafon it were fit 
They had wealth onto their wit ? 

Shooki I fpend the mora in teai^t 
'Canfe I fee my neighbour's ears 
Stand fo flopewife from his head« 
As if they were horns indeed I 
Or to fee his. wife at once 
Branch his brow and break hisiconce^ 
Or to hear her in her fpleen 
CaUet like::a batter^quean I 

Should I fighs becaule I iee 
Laws like ipider-webs to be» 
Where lefler flies are quickly ta'euji 
While the great break out agfin; 
Or fo many fchiims and feds^ 
Which foul herefydete^> 
To fupprefs the fire of zeal 
Both in church and common- weal I 

No, there's nought on earth I &ar 
That may force from me one tear» 
Lois of honours, freedom, health. 
Or that mortal idol, wealth ; 
y^th.thefe, babes may grieved be* 
But they have no pow'r on me» 
Lefs my fubftance, lefs the ihaxc • 
In my fear and ia my care. 



MICHARD BRATHHrAirM. 



Thus to love, and thus to live* 
Thosto take, and thos to give. 
Thus to laugh, and thus to fing. 
Thus to mount an pleafiue's wing. 
Thus to fport, and thus to fpeed. 
Thus to flourtih, nouriih, feed. 
Thus to ipend, and thus to ipaie. 
Is to bid a fig fir care. 



RICHARD LOVELACE. 



SONG. 

Why doft thou fay I am forfwom^ 
Since thine I vow'd to be ? 

Lady, it is aheady mom ; 
It was laft night I fwore to thee 
That fond impoflibility* 

Yet hare I lov'd thee well, and longa 
A tedious twelve-hours' Ipace ! 

I fhould all other beauties wrong. 
And rob thee of a new embrace. 
Did I ftill doat upon that face. 



SONG. 

Amarantha, fweet and fair. 
Ah ! braid no more that ihining hair; 
As my curious hand or eye 
Hovering round thee, let it fly. 

Let it fly as unconfin*d 
As its calm ravifher the wind ; 
Who hath left his darling eaft 
To wanton o'er that fpicy ncft. 
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Every trefi^ muft be conSdSt, 
But neatly tangled at the beft ; 
Like a clew of golden thready 
Moft excellently raveUciL 

Do not tben Hod np that lig^t 
In ribands^ and o'eidood in nighty 
Bat« like the fun in'tearly ray» 
Shake your head, and fcatter day I 



SONG. 

Tell me not, fweet, I am unkind. 

That from the nunnery 
Of thy chafte breaft and quiet mind 

To war and arms I fly ; 

True, a new miftreijB now I phacp. 
The firft foe in the £ie}d ; 

And, with a ilronger faith embrace 
A iword, a horie, a (hield* 

Yet this inconflancy is fuch 

As you too (hall adore, 
I could not love you> dear, fo much, 

liOv'd I not honour more. 
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S UG. 

Whek I by tfay fair Ihape did fwcar 
(And mingled with each vow a tear) 

IWd.IloT'dtheebeft; 

I fwoie as I profeft ; 
For all the while you lafted warm and pare 
My oaths too did endure ; 
But once tum'd Buthlefs to thyfelf, and old, 
Thqr then with thee inceflantly grew cokL 



SONN£T. 

W^HBN love^ with unconfined wings. 

Hovers within my gates ; 
And my divine Ahhea brings 

To whifper at my grattt; 
When I lie tangled ih her hidr. 

And fetter'd with her eye. 
The birds that wanton in the air 

Know no fuch liberty. 

When flowing cups run iWiftly round. 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our cardeis heads with rofes crown'd. 
Our hearts with loyal flames ; 
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thiifty grief in wine we fteep» 
When healths and draughts go free, 
Fiihes, that dpple in the deep» 
Know no fuch liberty. 

When linnet like confined, I 

With (hriller note ihall fing. 
The mercy, iweetnefi, majefty 

And glories of my Idng : 
When I (hall voice aload how good 

He is, how great fhoutd be, 
Th' enlarged winds that curi the flood 

Know no fuch liberty* 

Stone walls do not a priibn make. 

Nor iron bars a cage. 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for a hermitage. 
If I have freedcMn in my lo?e. 

And in my fool am finee. 
Angels alone that foar above 

Enjoy fuch liberty. 



E. SHERBURNE, 

Aiid>wr 9f ** Poems and tranjiations^ amorous^ ^^fiiji floral, ami 
divine^'* a volume in duodecimoy l6^I, 

THE SITRPRISE, A SONG. 

Thei.e'8 no dallying with love. 
Though he be a child and blind ; 

Then let none the dangers prove* 
Who would to himfelf be kind ; 

Smile he does when thou doft play. 

But his (miles to death betiay« 

Lately with the boy I fported* 
Love I did not, yet love fijgn'd ; 

Had no miftrefs, yet I courted ; 
Sigh I did, yet was not pain'd ; 

'Till at laft this love in jeft 

Proved in earned my unvcitt 

When I (aw my fiur one firft. 

In a feigned fire I bum'd. 
But true flames my poor heart pierc'd 

When her eyes on mine (he tnm'd ; 
So a real wound I took 
For my counterfeited look* 



E, SHERBURNE. 
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None who loves not then make (hew : 

Love's as ill dfeceiv'd as fate; 
Fly the boy, heli cog and woo. 

Mock, him, and he wounds thee ftraight. 
Ah! who daily boall in vain 
Falfe love, want not real pain. 



LOFE ONCE, LOVE EVER, 

Shall I, hopdefs, then purfue 
A fair (hadow that ftill flies meP 

Shall I ftill adore and woo 

A proud heart that does defpife me I 

I a conflant love may fo, 

3ut, alas ] a fruitlefs, (hew. 

Whiift thefe dionghts my foul poflefs, 
Reafon paflion would o'erfway. 

Bidding me my flames fupprefs. 
Or divert fome other way ; 

But what reafon would purfue. 

That my heart runs counter to« 

So a pilot, bent to make 

Search for fome unfound-out land. 
Does with him the magnet take. 

Sailing to the unknown flrand. 
But that (fleer which way he will) 

To the loved north points flill 



191 E. SHERBURNE. 

EXTRACT 

moM THE SUN-B.18I; A VOCM. 

Thou yootlifb] goddeft of the mom« 
Whofc blufh iixy in the eaft adoic^ 
Daughter of Fhcsbiis^ who before 
Thy all-enlig^teniiig fire art bomi 
Hafte> and reftore the dsy to me. 
That my love's beauteons object I may fee. 

Too much of time iiie4U|^t devours^ 
The cock's (hrtll voice caUs thee again. 
Then quickly mount thy golden wain. 

Drawn by die foftiy-fliding hours. 

And make apparent to all eyes 

With what enamel thou doft paint die ikies. 

Ah, nowlfeethefweeteft dawn! 

Thrice welcome to mylonging fight ! 

Hail, divine beauty, heavenly light ; 
I fee thee through yon cloud of lawn 
Appear, and as thy ftar does glide, 
Blanching,with rays the eaft on every fide. 

Dull filence, and die drowfy king 
Of fiid and melancholy dreams. 
Now fly before thy cheerful beams, 
The daikeft ihadows vanquifhing : 
The owl, diat dl die night did keep 
A hootings now is fled and gone to fleep. 



£. SHERBURNE. 



£ut all thofe little birds« whofe notes 
Sweetly the liftening ear enthral^ 
To the clear water's murmuring fall 

Accord their difagreeing throats : 

The luftre of that greater ftar 

Praiiing^ to' which thou art but harbinger. 

With holy reverence infpir'd. 
When firft the day renews its light. 
The earthy at fo divine a fight. 
Seems, as if all one altar fir'd. 
Recking with perfumes to the ikies, 
Which^lhe prcfents, her native facrificc. 

The humble (hepherd, to his rays 
Having his humble homage paid, . 
And to fome cool retired ihade 
Driven his bleating flocks to graze. 
Sits down, delighted with the fight 
Of that great lamp, fo mild, fo fair, ib bright. 

The bee, through flow'ry gardens goes 
fuzzing, to drink the morning's tears. 
And from the early lily bears 

A kifs commended to the rofe. 

And, like a wary meiTenger, 

Whifper^ fome amorous ftory in her ear.* 
&c. &c. &c. .. 

• The remainder of ibis poem %vould now be thought forced and 
tmnatural. 
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SONG 

Ih the amruu Pf^arre, 6y jA8Pt& Matni,. 
OK/ordf 1659. 

Time is a feather*d thing; 
And whilft I praife 

Thefpaiklingsof thy looks* and call them rays^ 
Takes wing ; 

Leaving behind him* as he flies* 

An unperceived dimnefs in thine eyes. 

His minutes, whilil they're told. 
Do make us old. 
And every fand of his fleet glafs^ 
Increafing age as it doth pais, 
Infenfibly fows wrinkles there. 
Where flow'rs and rofes did appear. 

Whilft we do fpeak, our fire 
Doth into ice expire : 
Flames turn to froft. 
And ere we can 

Know how our crow turns fwan^ 
Or how a filver fnow 
Springs there where jet did grow. 
Our fading fpring is in dull winter loft. 
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SIR ROBERT HOWARD. 



Tie poems of ibis autboTf ^JiP*'*g fi«g' ami foiuuts^ and a 
play called tie Blind Lady, were printed im l66o, in one 
volume offavo. 



SONG 

TO THE INCONSTANT CYNTHIJ. 

In thy fair breaft, and once fair foul, 
I thought my vows were writ alone : 

But others' oadis fo blurred the fcroll^ 
That I no more could read my own. 

And am I flill obtig'd to pay 

When you had thrown the bond away ? 

Nor muft we only part in joy. 
Our tears as well muft be unkind ; 

Weep you, that could fuch truth deftroy^ 
And i that did fuch falfenefs find. 

Thus we muft unconcem'd remain 

In our divided joys and pain* 

Yet we may love, but on diis difierent fcore. 

You what I am, I what you were before. 



SIR HOB MR r HOWARD, 



THE RESOLUTION. 

No, Cynthia, never think I can 
Love a divided heart and mind ; 

Your funfhine love to every man. 
Appears alike as great as kind. 

None bat the duller Feriians kned. 
And the bright god of beams implore s 

Whilil others equal influence feel. 
That never did the god adore. 

Though I refolvc to love no more. 
Since I did once, I will advife: 

The love of conquefts now give o'er ; 
Difquiets wait on victories. 

To your much injured peace and name. 
Love's farewel as a tribute pay ; 

Grow more referv'd, and raife your fame 
By your own choice, not your decaj. 

She that to age her charms refigns. 
And then at laft turns votary. 

Though virtue much the change inclines^ 
'Tis fullied by neceflity. 
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SIR I^ILLIJM DAVENANT. 



He roas Poet Lour eat during the reigns of Charles the ift and idi 
His tvoris, conning of Gondebcrt, Madagafcar, feverat 
fmaU poems f and ftxteen plays, v/ere puUiJbed in 1673, m m 
large volume folh» 



THE DREAM. 

TO MR. GEORGE PORTEA. 

No viftor, when in battle fpent. 
When he at night aileep doth lie 

Rich in a conquered monarch's tent^ 
E'er had fo vain a dream as L 

Methought I faw the earlieft (hade. 
And fweeteft that thefpring can fpread^ 

Of Jafmin^ brier^ and woodbine made ; 
And there I faw Clorinda dead. 

Though dead (he Ixy, yet could I fee 
No cyprefs, nor no mourning yew. 

Nor yet the injured lorer's tree; 
No willow near her co£Sin grew: 



SIR 1VJLLIAM DAFENANT. 



But all (hew'd unconcem'd to be« 
As if juft nature there did ftrivc . 

To be as pitilefs as (he 
Was to her lover when alive. 

And now, methought I loft all care 

In lofing her ; and was as free 
. As birds let loofe into the air. 
Or rivers that are got to fea. 

Yet foon, now from my princefs free, 
I rather fhmtic grew dian glad ; 

For fubjedis, getting liberty. 
Get but a licence to be mad. 

Birds that are long in cages aw'd. 
If they get out, a while will roam ; 

But ftndght want ikiU to live abroad. 
Then pine, and hover near their home. 

And to the ocean rivers run, 

Fr(Hn being pent in banks of flowers : 
Not'' knowing that th' exhaling fun 

Will fend them back in weeping (how'n. 

Soon dius, for pride of liberty, 
I low deiires of bondage found ; 

And vanity of being free 
Bred the difcretion to be bounds 



SIM WILLIAM DArENASrr. 



But as dull fubjeds fee too late 
Their fafety in monarchal reign ; 

Finding their freedom in a ftate 
Is but proud ftrutting in a chain: 

^ Then, growing wifer, when undone* 
In winter's nights fad ftories fing. 
In praife of monarchs long fince gone. 
To whom their bells they yearly ririg^ 

So now I mourn'd that (he was dead 
Whofe fingle pow'r did govern me ; 

And quickly was by reafon led 
To find the harm of liberty. 

My foul, in fleep's foft fetters bound, 
. Did now for vital freedom ftrive; 
And ftraight, by horror wak'd, I found 
The fair Glprinda ftill alivc» 

Yet lhe*s td me but fuch a light 
As are the flars to thofe that know; 

We can at moft but guefs their height. 
And hope they mind us here below. 



SIR miLIAM DAVENANT. 



THE MISTRESS. 



W^HEN Nature heard men thooght her oId> 
Her (kill in beauteous forms decayM, 

Her eyes grown dhn, her fingers cold^ 
Then to her poet thus (he faid : 

Catch, as it falls, the Scythian fnow. 
Bring blufhing rofes fteep'd in milk ; 

From early meadows fcent, and fhow. 
And from the Perfian worm her filk. 

Fetch from the eaft the moming*s breath. 
And from the phoenix gums and fpice^ 

Such as (he cuUs, when at her deadi 
The world does fmell her facrifice. 

Nature of thefe a miftrefs made. 
But would have form'd a lover too ; 

And fuch as might this nymph perfuade 
To all that love for love fliould do* 

This fecond work (he well began. 
With leifure, and by (low degrees; 

But found it hard to make a man. 
That CQuld fo choice a beauty pleafe. 



Sm WILLIAM DAFENANT. aoi 



She wrought, and wrought, and then gave o'er: 

Then did another model try; 
But, lefs contented than before^ 

She laid the work for ever by, 

I aik'd the caule; and ftraight (he faid, 

'Tis verypoffible, I find. 
To match the body which I made; 

But I can never fit the mind. 

For that dill various feems and ftrange j 

And fincc all lovers various be ; 
And apt as miftreiTes to change, 

I cannot make my work agree. 

Now fexes meet not by defign. 

When they the world's chief work advance. 
But in the daik they fometimes join. 

As wandering atoms meet by chance. 



90% 



ROBERT HEATH. 

Author of « Clarapdh^^ a aJUakm tjfpoenu, in l}JtM» priiOedim 
l6jo. 

SONG ANACREONTIC, 

Invest my head with fragrant rofe^ 
That on fair Flora's bofom grows ! 
Diftend my vans with purple juice. 
That mirth may through my foul difiuie. 
'Tis wine and love, and love in wine 
Infpiies our youth with flames divine. 

Thus, crown'd with Paphian myrtle, I 
In Cyprian (hades will bathing lie ; 
Whoie fnows if too much cooling, then 
Bacchus (hall warm my blood again. 

*Tis wine and love, and love in wine 
Infpires our youth with flames divine^ 

Life's (hort and winged pleafurcs fly ; 

Who mourning live, do living die. 

On down and floods then, fwan-like, I 

Will ftretch my limbs, and (inging die. 
'Tis wine and love, and love in wine, 
Infpires our youth with flames divine. 



JtOBMR T HEATH. 



STANZAS 

•N CUHJStllU SATING 8BB WODLD COMMIT BtRSBLV 
TO A VUNNEKV^ . 

Stat, Claraftella, prithee ftay ! 

Recal thofe frantic vows again ! 
Wilt thou thus caft thyfelf away. 

As well as me, in fond difdain ? 
Wilt thott be cruel to thyfelf? chaftife 
Thy harmlefs body, 'caufe thy powerful eyes 
Have charm'd my fenfes by a ftrange furprife ? 

Is it a fin to be beloved ? 

If but the caufe you could remove 
Soon the efieft would be removed ; 

Where beauty is, diere will be love. 
Nature, that wifely nothing made in vain. 
Did make you lovely to be lov'd again. 
And, when fuch beauty tempts, can love refrain ? 

When Heaven was prodigal to you. 

And you with beauty's gloiy ftored. 
He made you like himfelf for view. 

To be beheld and then adored* 
Why (hould the gold then fear to fee that fun 
That form'd it pure ? Why (hould you live a nun, 
Aad hide tho& rays Heav'n gave to you alone? 



kOBERT HEATH, 



Thyfdf a holy temple art. 

Where love (hall teach us both to praj ; 
I'll make an altar of my heart. 

And incenfe on thy lips I'll lay. 
Thy mouth (hall be my oracle, and then 
For beads well tell our kifles o*er again« 
Till they, breath'd ftom our fouls, fhallciy, amen. 



ROBERT HERRJCK. 



Author of a eoUeaion of poems pubUJbed under tBe title of Hefpe- 
ridet, OSfavo, 16^,-^7^^ volume contauu two' little pieces , 
the Primrofe" and the Inquiry," which are printed 
M Carew's poems. 



A MSDirATION toR ma MiStRESS. 

You arc k tulip, fecn to^ay. 
But, deaicft, of fo Ihort a (lay» 
That where you grew fcarce man can fa/* 

You are a lovely July*flowcr* 

Yet one rude wind» or ruffling (hower» 

Will force you hence, and in an hour. 

You arc a fparkling rofe i'th' bud ; 
Yet loft, ere that chafte flefh and blood 
Can (hew where you or grew, or ftood# 

You are a dainty violet. 

Yet withered ere you can be fet 

Within the virgin's coronet. 

You are the queen all flow'rs among. 
But die you muft, fair maid, ere long^ 
A9 he, the maker of this fong. 



io6 



JtOBEJtr HBJtMICX. 



SONNE T. 



Am I defpis'd becaufe 70a hy. 
And I believe, that I am grey ? 
Know, lady, you have bat your day. 
And night will come, and men will (wear 
Time hath fpilt fnow upon your hair» 

Then, when in your glafs yon leek. 
And find no rofe-buds in your chedc ; 
No, nor the bed to give you (hew. 
Where fuch a rare carnation grew. 
And fuch a fmiling tulip coo, 

O then too late in clofe your chamber keeping. 

It will be told 

That you are old 
By diofe true tears you're weeping. 



TJfE MAD MAID'S SONG. 

GooD-morrow to the day fo fair; 

Good-morrow, Sir, to you ; 
Good-morrow to mine own torn hair. 

Bedabbled with the dew. 



JfOBEJiT HERMICK, 



Good-morrow to this primrofe too; 

Good-morrow to each maid. 
That will with flow'rs the tomb beftrew 

Wherein my love is laid. 

I'll feek him there ! I know» ere this» 
The cold, cold earth doth (hake him ; 

But I will go, or fend a kifs 
£/ you. Sir, to awake him. 

Pray, hurt him not ; though he be dead 
He knows well who do love him ; 

And who with green-turfs rear his head* 
And who do rudely move him. 

He's (oft and tender — pray, take heed — 
With bands of cowflips bind him ; 

And bring him home — ^but 'tis decreed 
That I (hall never find him. 



AkA^t of *^ Men MiracUs^* and ether poems ^ afmdUvdtme^ 
1656. Men Miracles are a good foHre om traveUerif 
written m nvbatietnw udUd Hu£bn^ wfi* 



SONG. 

COMIIJ IN LOTS. 

I FELT ray heart, and foand a flame» 
That for relief and (helter came ; 
I entertained the treacherous gueil. 
And gave it welcQme to my bseaft-*— 
FoorCoelia! whither wilt thoa go ? 
To cool in ftreams, or freeze in fnow ? 
Or gentle zephyrus intreat 
To chill thy flames> and fan thy heat ? 
Perhaps a taper's fading beams 
May die in air» or quench in dreams ; 
But love is a myfterious fire. 
Nor can in air or ice expire : 
Nor will this phcenix be fuppreft 
But with the ruin of its neft* 
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ANONYMOUS. 
SONG, 

I DO confefs thou'rt fmooth and fair» 
And I might have been brou^t to love thee; 

But that I found the flighteft pray'r 
That breath could move^ had power to move thee ; 

But I can leave thee now alone 

As worthy to be lov'd by none. 

I do confefs thou'rt fweet> but find 

Tliee fuch an unthrift of thy fweets. 
Thy favours are but like the wind 

That kifleth every thing it meets. 
Then, fince thou canft with more than one, 
Thou'rt worthy to be kifs'd by none. 

The virgin rofe, that untouched ftands, 
Arm'd with its briers, how fweet it fmells! 

But pluck'd and llrain'd through ruder hands. 
Its fweet no longer with it dwells. 

But fcent and beauty both are gone. 

And leaves drop from it one by pne. 

Such fate, ere long, will thee betide. 
When thou haft handled been a while ; 

Widi fear-flow'rs to be thrown afide. 
And I (hall iigh, while fome will fmi|e. 

To fee thy love for every one 

Hath brought thee to be lov'd by none! 
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ANONTMOUS. 



SONG. 

In faith 'tis true, I am in love, 

•Tis your black eyes have made me fo ; 

My refolations they remove. 
And former mcenefs overthrow* 

But, beauty, iince it is thy fate. 
At diftance thus to wound fo fure ; 

Thy virtues I will imitate. 
And fee if diftance prove a cure* 



SIR JOHN DENHAM. 



SONG. 
fmsiaUd frmn an Epigram of JMartiah 

Prithee^ die and fet me free> 
O^elfebe 

Kind and briik> and gay^ like me, 
I pretend not to the wife ones^ 
To the grave* to the grave* 
Or the precife ones. 

^Tis not cheek8> nor lips, nor eyes. 
That I prize> 

Quick conceits* or (harp replies t 
li'wiie thou wilt appear, and knowing 

Kepartee* repartee* 
To what I'm doing. 

Prithee* why the room io dark? 
Not a fpark 

Left to light me to the mark; 
I love daylight* or a candle* 

And to fee* and to kt 
As well as handle. 
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Sin JOHN DSNHAM, 



Why fo many bolts and locks^ 
Coats and fmocks^ 
And thofe drawers, with a pox ? 
I could wilh, could nature make it, 

Nakednefi, nakednefs 
Itielf were naked. 



SONG, 

IVfo&PHEUs, the humble god, that dwells 
In cottages and finoky cells^ 
Hates gilded roofs, and beds of down ; 
And, though he fears no prince's frown. 
Flees from the circle of a crown. 

Come, I fay, thou powerful god, . 
And thy leaden charming rod, 
Dipp*d in the Lethean lake. 
O'er his wakeful temples (hake. 
Left he (hould fleep, and never wake* 

Nature, alas ! why art thou fo 
Obliged to thy greateft foe ? 
Sleep, that is thy beft repaft. 
Yet of death it bears a tafte. 
And both are the fame thing at laft. 



fr. MAT. 



SONG 

IN THE OLD COUPLE, 

Deak, do not you^ beauty wrongs 
In thinking Mil you are too young ; 
The rofe and lilies in your cheek 
Flourifh, and no more ripenefs feek« 

Your cherry lip, red> foft, and (wetU 
Proclaims fuch fruit for tafte moil meet; 
Then lofe no time, for love has wings^ 
And flies away from aged things* 
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SIR HENRr WOTTOi^i 

SONNE r. 

Vbu meaner beauties of the ftight. 
Which poorly fatisfy our eyes 

More \ff your number than your lights 
You common people of the fkiesi 
What are you when the ftm doth rife if 

Ye violets that firft appear^ 
By your pure purple mantles knowni 

Like the proud virgins of the year^ 
As if the ipring were all your own^ 
What are you when die rofe it blown? 

Ye curious chanters of the wood> 
That waible forth dame nature's lays^ 

Thinking your paflions underftood 
By your weak addents^ what's your praifb 
When Philomel her voice doth raife ? 

So» when my miftrefs (hall be feen 
Li fweetnefs of her looks« and mind } 

By virtues firft* then choice, a queen* 
Tell me» if (he was not defign'd 
Th' eclipfe and glory of her kind ? 



HENJir worroN. 



S TANZAS 

FROM THE REUQUIJE WOTTONIANJE, I67I. 



ds ART-TEARING caies, and quiyering km. 

Anxious Bghs, untimely tears. 

Fly, fly to courts. 

Fly to fond worldlings' fports. 

Where ftrain'd Sardonic fmiles are glofing ftill^ 

And grief is forc'd to kugh againft her will ; 

Where mirth's but mummery^ 

And forrows only real be I 

^y from our country paftimes! fly| 

Sad troop of human mifejry f 

Come, ferene looks. 

Clear as the cryftal brooks. 

Or the pure azured heav'n, that fmiles to fee 

The rich attendance of our poverty. 

Peace and a fecure mind. 

Which all men feek, we only fin<U 

Abufed mortals ! did you know 

Where joy, heart's-eafe, and comforts grow, 

You-d fcom proud towers. 

And feek them in thefe bowers. 

Where winds fometimes our woods perhaps may (hake^ 

But bloflVing care could never tempeft make^ 



ij6 sir HENUT WOTTOK. 

Nor murmurs e er come nigh us^ 
Saving of fountains that glide by us. ' 

Here's no fantailic maik» nor dfnce^ 
But of our kids, that friik and prance; 
Nor wars are feen, 
Unlefs upon the green 

Two harmlefi lambs aie butting one anodier« 
Which done, both bleating run each to his mother; 
And wounds are never found 
Save what the plpugh-lhaie gives the gnmnd. 

Go! let the diving N^ofeek 

For gems, hid in fome forlorn creek, 

We all pearls fcom. 

Save what the dewy mom 

Congeals upon each little fpire of graft. 

Which carelefs (hepherds beat down a$ th^ pais ; 

And gold ne'er here appears 

Save what the yellow Ceres bears* 

Bleft, filcnt groves! O may ye be 
For ever mirth's bcft nurfery ! 
May pure contents 
For ever pitch their tents 

Upon thefe downs, thefe meads, thefe rocks, thefe 
mountains, 

Ai^d peace ftill (lumber by thefe purling fountains ! 

Which we may every year 

Find, when wc come a-fiDiing here. 

JGNOrO. 



am HBNJor jvorroir. 



TEARS 

At the grave StrAlBertus MtrtoHf who was hvried atSeuthamftm; 

WEPT BY SIR H, WOTTONt 

Silence^ in tnitii^ would fpeak my forrow beft» 
For deepeft wounds can leaft their feelings tell* 

Yet, let me borrow from mjne own unreft 
But time to bid him> whom I lov'd, farewell 

Oh my unhappy lines! you that before 

Have ferved my youth to vent fome wanton cries. 
And now, congeal'd with grief, can fcarce implore 

Strength to accent ! Here my Al^erti^s lies! 

This is the fable ftone, this is the cave 

And womb of earth that doth his corpfe embrace. 
While others fing his praife, let me engrave 

Thefe bleeding numbers to adorn the place* 

.Here will I paint the charafter of woe. 
Here will I pay my tribute to the dead ; 

Afkd here my faithful tears in (bowers (hall flow» 
To humanize the flints whereon I tread : 

Where though I mourn my matchlefs lofs alone. 
And none between my weaknefs judge and me j 

Yet e'en thefe pen(ive walls allow my moan, 
Whof^ dojeful echoes to my plaints agree. 



ai8 SIX HENBT WOrrON. 

Bnt is he gone ? and dwell I rhyming here 
As if fome mufe would liften to my lay» 

When all diftun'd fit waiting for their dear» 
And bathe the banks where he was wont to play ? 

Dwell thou ill endlefs lights difcharged foul« 
Freed now from nature's and from fortune's truft^ 

Wliile on this fluent globe my glais (hall roll, 
And run the reft of my remaining duft. 



Upon the Death of Sir A. Monon*^ JVifi. 

He firft deceafed ; (he, for a little^ tried 
To live without him> lik'd it not, and died. 
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WILLIAM CARTWRIGHT. 



An author much admtrtd iy bis tottmptraries. He died in 1643* 
His flajs cad poems voert ptdtlijhed in a volttme o&avo, in i6j 1. 



SONG 

IN THE LADT ERRANT. 

To carve our loves in myrtle rinds. 
And tell oar fccrets to the woods ; 

To lend our fighs by fiddiful winds. 
And tmft our tears unto the floods ; 
To call where no man hears. 
And think that rocks have ears. 
To walk, and reft, to live and die^ 
And yet not know how, whence, or why ; 
To have our hopes with fear (till checked. 
To credit doubts, and truth fufpeft. 
This, this is what we may 
A lover's abfence iay. 



410 HTJLLIAM CARTWRZGHr. 



LOFB BUT ONE. 

See thefe two little brooks that ilowly cieep 
In fxaky windings through the plains ; 

I knew them once one river» fwift and deq»» 
Blefling and bkft hj poets' ftrains. 

6ut« fince it broke itfelf, and double glides^ 
The naked banks no drefs have worn ; 

And yon dry barren mountain now derides 
Thefe valleys^ which loft glories moum> 

O Chloris, think how this prefents thy love, 
Whijch, when it ran but in one ftream* 

We happy (hepherds thence did thrive, and 'prove. 
And thou waft mine and all men's theme. 

But iince 't hath been imparted to one more. 
And in two ftreams doth weakly creep. 

Our common mufe is thence grown low and poor. 
And mine as lean as thefe my (heep* 

But think withal what honour thou haft loft. 
Which we did to thy full ftream pay. 

Whilft now, that fwain that fwears he loves thee moft. 
Slakes but his thirft, and goes away ! 



WILLIAM CAHrWJilGHr. 



FALSEHOOD. 

Still do the ftars impart their light 
To thofc that travel in the night ; 
Still time runs on, nor doth the hand 

Or fhadow of the dial iland : 
The ftreams ftill glide and conftant are; 

Only thy mind 

Untrue I find. 

Which carelefsly 

Negleds to be 
Like ftream or (hadow, hand or ftar. 



LMSBIA on nut SPARROW. 

Tell me not of joys, there's none 
Now my little fparrow's gone ; 

He, juft as you. 

Would figh and woo, 
lie would chirp and flatter me ; 

He would hang the wing a while. 

Till at length he faw me fmile. 
Lord! how fullen he would be ! 

He would catch a crumb, and then 
Sporting let it go again ; 

He from my lip. 

Would moifture fip; 
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WlLpJAM CARrWAJGHT. 



He would from my trencher feed« 

Then would hop« and then would ran« 
And cry Philip when h' had done ; 

Oh ! whofe heart can choofe but bleed ? 

Oh ! how eager would he fight. 
And ne'er hurt tho' he did bite i 

No mom did pais* 

But on my glafs 
He would fit« and mark and do 

What I did ; now ruffle all 

Hb feathers o*tx, now let diem fidl^ 
And then ftniightway fiedc them too. 

Where will Cupid get his darts 
Feather'd now, to pierce our hearts ? 

A wound he may. 

Not love, convey ; 
Now this faidiful bird is gone. 

Oh ! let mournful turdes join 

With loving redbreafts, and oomfaine 
To iing dirges o'er his ftone. 
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SONG, 

Whi L8T early light fprings from the fldes^ 
A fairer from your bride doth rife ; 
A brighter day doth thence appear. 
And make a fecond morning there. 

Her blulh doth Ihed, 

All o'er the bed. 

Clear (hame-fac'd beams. 

That fpread in ftreams. 
And purple round the modeft air» 

I will not tell what fhrieks and cries. 
What angry pifhes, and what fies. 
What pretty oaths, then newly bom. 
The lift'ning taper heard there fwom ; 

Whilft froward (he, 

Moft peevi(hly, 

Pid yielding fight. 

To keep all night. 
What (he'd have profFer'd you ere mom! 

Fair, we know maids do refufe 
To grant what they do come to lofe ; 
Intend a conqueft you that wed ! 
They would be chaftely ravilhed ; 
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Not any kifs 
From Mrs. Prifi^ 
If tbatyoado 
Perfaade and woo. 
]^ow» pkafure's by extorting fed, 

O may her arms wax black and blu^« 
Only by hard encucling you ; 
May (he round about you twine 
}ike the eafy twifting vine« 

And whilft yon fip 

From her full lip 

Fleafures as new 

As morning dew, 
ILet thofe foft ties your hearts combine. 



$ N G. 

Come, O come, I brook no il^y. 
He doth not love that can delay ! 
See» how the ftealing night 
Hath blotted out the light. 
And tapers do fqpply the day. 

To be chafle, is to be old. 
And that foolifh girl that's cold. 
Is fourfcore at fifteen : 
Defires do write us green. 
And looier flames our youth unfold. 
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See» the firft taper's almoft gone! 

Thy flame like that will ftraight be none 

And I as it expire^ 

Unable to hold fire ; 
She lofeth time that lies alone. 

O let us cheriih then thefe powers, 
Whilil we jet may call them ours ! 
Then we beft fpend our time. 
When no dull zealous chime. 
But fprightful kiifes ftrike the hours! 
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SONG. 

W^HY fo pale and wan, fond lover? 

Prithee, why fo pak ? 
Will, if looking well can't move her. 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Prithee, why fo pale ? 

Why fo dull and mute, young finner ? 

Prithee, why fo mute ? 
Will, if fpeaking well can't win her. 

Saying nothing do't ? 

Prithee, why fo mute ? 

Quit, quit for (hame ; this will not move. 

This cannot take her ; 
If of herfelf (he will not love. 

Nothing can make her. 

The Devil take her ! 
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SONG. 

Honest lover whofoevcr. 
If in all thy love there ever 
Was one wav'ring thought^ if thy flamt 
Were not ftill even« ftill the fame ; 
Know this« 
Thou lov'ft amifs» 
And to love true. 

Thou muft begin again, and love anew. 

If, when fhe appears i' th' room. 
Thou doft not quake, and art ftruck dumb. 
And in ftriving this to cover 
Doft not fpeak thy words twice over; 
Know this. 
Thou lov'ft amifs. 
And to love true. 

Thou muft begin again, and love anew. 

If fondly thou doft not miftake. 
And all defeds for graces take ; 

Perfuad'ft thyfelf that jefts are broken. 
When (he hath little or nothing fpoken ; 
Know this. 
Thou lov'ft amifs. 
And to love true. 

Thou muft begin again, and love anew. 
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If when thoo appear'ft to be within. 
Thou kc'il not men ft^^ and afk again^^ 
And when thou anfinp^^ if it be 
To what was afk *d thee properly ; 
Know this. 
Thou lov'ft amiis. 
And to love true 

Thou muft begin again, and love anew* 

If when thy ftomach calls to eat. 
Thou cut'ft not fingers 'ftead of meat; 
And, with much gazing on her face, 
Doft not rife hungry from the place; 
Know this. 
Thou lov'ft amiis» 
And to love true. 

Thou muft begin again, and love anew* 

If by this thou doft difcover 
That thou art no perfed lover ; 
And, defiring to love true. 
Thou doft begin to love anew. 
Know this. 
Thou lov'ft amifs. 
And to love true. 

Thou muft begin again, and love anew* 
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SONG, 

'Tis now, lincc I fat down before 

That foolifti fort, a heart, 
(Time ftrangely fpent !) a year and rnore^ 

And ilill I did my part. 

Made my approaches, from her hand 

Unto her lip did rife ; 
And did akeady underftand 

The language of her eyes. 

Proceeded on with no lefs art. 

My tongue was engineer ; 
I thought tb undermine the heart. 

By whifpering in the ear. 

When this did nothing, I brought down 
Great cannon oaths, and (hot 

A thoufand thoufand to the town. 
And ftill it yielded not. 

I then refolv'd to ftarve the place. 

By cutting off all kiifes, 
Praifing and gazing on her face. 

And all fuch little bHifes. 
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To draw her out and from her ihength> 

I drew all batteries in ; 
And brought myfelf to lk« at length. 

As if no fiege had been. 

When I had done what man could do. 

And thought the place my own. 
The enemy lay quiet too. 

And fmil'd at all was done. 

I (ent to know from whence, and where, 

Thefe hopes and this relief? 
A fpy inform'd, honour was there. 

And did command in chief. 

March, march (quoth I) ; the word ftraight give. 

Let's lofe no time, but leave her; 
That giant upon air will live, • 

And hold it out for ever. 

To fuch a place our camp remove 

As will no fiege abide ; 
I hate a fool that ftarves her love. 

Only to feed her pride. 



SJJl JOHN SUCKLING. z:.i 
A BALLAD 

UPON A WEDDING. 

I TELL thee« Dick, where I have been« 
Where I the rareft things have feen ; 

Oh ! things beyond compare ! 
Such fights again cannot be found 
In any place on Englifh ground^ 

Be it at wake or ^r* 

At Charing-crofs^ hard by the way 
Where we (thou know'ft) do fell our hay» 

There is a houfe with ftairs ; 
And there did I fee coming down. 
Such folk as are not in our town. 

Forty at kaft, in pairs. 

Among the reft, one peft'lent fine« 
(His beard no bigger though than thine) 

Walk*d on before the reft ; 
Our landlord looks like nothing to him. 
The king (God blefs him !) 'twould undo him 

Should he go ftill fo drefs'd. 

At courfe-a-paik, without all doubt. 
He (hould have firft been taken out 

By all the maids i' th' town ; 
Though lufty Roger there had been. 
Or little George upon the green. 

Or Vincent of the Crown, 
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But wot you what ? the youth was going 
To make an end of all his wooing. 

The parfon for him ftaid ; 
Yet by his leave (for all his hade) 
He did not wifh fo much all paft^ 

(Perchance) as did the maid. 

The maid* (and thereby hangs A tale) 
For fuch a maid no Whitfnn ale 

Could ever yet produce : 
No grape that's kindly ripe could be 
So round, fo plump, fo foft as (he. 

Nor half fo full of juice. 

Her finger was fo fmaD, the ring 

Would not ftay on, which they did bring ; 

It was too wide a peck : 
And to fay truth* for out it muft. 
It look'd like the great collar (juft) 

About our young colt's neck. 

Her feet beneath her petticoat. 
Like little mice, ftole in and out. 

As if they fear'd the light ; 
But oh ! (he dances fuch a way ! 
No fun upon an £afler day 

Is half fo fine a fight. 
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He would have kifs'd her once or twice. 
Bat (he would not, (he was fo nice. 

She would not do 't in fig^t : 
And then (he look'd as who (hould fay, 
I will do what I lift to-day. 

And yon (hall do 't at night. 

Her cheeks (b rare a white was on. 
No daify makes comparifon, 

(Who fees them is undone) 
For ftreaks of red were mingled there. 
Such as are on a cath'rine pear, 

(The fide that's next the fun). 

Her lips were red, and one was thin, 
Compar'd to that was next her chin 

(Some bee had ftung it newly) ; 
But, Dick, her eyes fo guard her face, 
I durft no more upon them gaze 

Than on the fun in July« 

Her mouth fo fmall when (he does fpeak. 
Thou 'dft fwear her teeth her words did break. 

That they might pa(rage get ; 
But (he fo handled ftill the matter. 
They came as good as ours, or better. 

And are not fpent a whit. 
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If wiihing (hoald be any fin« 
The parfon himfelf had guilty been 

(She look'd that day fo purely) ; 
And did the youth fo oft the feat 
At nighty as fome did it conceit. 

It would have fpoil'd him fuiely. 

Juft in the nick the cook knock'd thrice^ 
And all the waiters in a trice 

His fununons did obey ; 
Each ferving man, with difh in hand, 
March'd boldly up, like our train'd bandi 

Prefented, and away. 

When all the meat was on the table. 
What man of knife or teeth was able 

To day to be intreated ? 
And this the very reafon was 
Before the parfon could fay grace 

The company was feated. 

For bufinefs of the kitchen's great. 
For it is fit that men fhould eat. 

Nor was it there denied. 
Paffion, Oh me ! how I run on! 
There's that that would be thought upon, 

I trow, befides the bride. 
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Now hats fly off, and youths caroufe. 
Healths firft go rounds and then the honie^ 

The bride's came thick and thick ; 
And when 'twas nam'd another's health. 
Perhaps he nuide it hers by ftealth ; 

(And who could help it, Dick !} 

O' th* fudden up they rife and dance; 
Then fit again, and figh, and glance. 

Then dance again and kifs : 
Thus feveral ways the time did pafs. 
Till every woman wilh'd her place. 

And every man wiih'd his. 

By this time all were ftol'n afide 
To counfel and undrefs the bride. 

But that he muft not know ; 
And yet 'twas thought he guefs'd her mind. 
And did not mean to ftay behind 

Above an hour or fo. 

When in he came, Dick, there Ihc lay. 
Like new-falPn fnow melting away, 

'Twas time, I trow, to part, 
KiiTes were now the only ftay. 
Which foon Ihe gave, as who (hould fay 
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But juft as heav'ns would have to crofs it. 
In came the bride-maids with the poffi:t» 

The bridegroom ate in finte ; 
For had he left the women to 't. 
It would have coft two hours to do% 

Which were too much that night. 

At length the candle's out ; and now« 
All that they had not done, they do ; 

What that is, who can tell ? 
But I believe it was no more 
Than thou and I have done before 

With Bridget and with NelL 
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SONG. 

JIere's to thee, Dick — this whining love defpiie ; 
Pledge me, my friend, and drink till thou be wife. 
It fparkles brighter far tlian (he ; 

'Tis pure and bright, without deceit. 
And fuch no woman e'er will be : 
No, they are all fophifticate. 

Follies they have fo numberlefs in ftore. 
That only he who loves them can have more. 
Neither their fighs nor tears are true. 
Thole idly blow, thefe idly fall. 
Nothing like to ours at all : 
But fighs and tears have fexes too. 

Here's to thee again ; thy fenfelefs forrows drown'd. 
Let the glafs walk till all thy griefs go round } 
Again ! till thefe two lights be four ; 

No error here can dangerous prove. 
Thy pailion, man, deceiv'd thee more ; 
None double fee like men in love. 
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THE SPRING. 

Though you be abfent here, I needs rnuft hy 
The trees as beauteous are> and flowers as gay 
As ever they were wont to be* 

Nay> the birds' rural mufic too 
Is as melodious and as free 
As if they fung to pleafure you. 
I faw a rofe-bud ope this mom — fwear. 
The blufhing morning opened not more fiiir* 



THE REQUEST. 

I ASK not one in whom all beauties grow— 

Let me but love, whatever fhe be. 

She cannot feem deform'd to me ; 
And I would have her feem to others fo« 

That happy thing, a lover, grown 

I fhall not fee with others' eyes — ^fcarce with my 
own* 

But do not touch my heart, and fo be gone : 
Strike deep thy burning arrows in : 
Lukewarmnefs I account a fin 

A» great in love as in religion. 

Come arm'd with flames, for I would prove 
All the extremities of mighty love! 
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*Tis very true. I thought you once as fair 

As woman in th' idea are : 
Whatever here feems beauteous^ (eem'd to jne 

But a faint metaphor of thee, 
^ut then, methinks, there fpmething (hone within 

Which call this luftrc o'er thy Ikin. 

But fince I knew thy falfehood, and thy pride. 

And all thy thoufand faults befide ; 
A very Moor, methinks, plac'd near to thee^ 

White as his teeth would feem to be ; 
Nay, when the world but knows how falfe you are. 

There's not a man will think you fair. 



THE CHANGS, 

Love in her funny eyes does ba&ing play. 
Love walks the pleafant mazes of her hair. 

Love does on both her lips for ever ftray. 
And fows and reaps a thoufand kifles there : 

In all her outward parts love's always fcen. 

But, Oh! he Qever went within. 
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rHE SOUL. 

If mine cye& do e*er declare 

They 've feen a fecond thing that's fair» 

Or ears, that they have mafic found, 

Befides thy voice, in any found ; 

If my tafte do ever meet 

After thy kifs, with ought that's fweet ; 

If my bufied touch allow 

Ought to be fmooth, or foft, but thou ; 

If, what feafonable fprings 

Or the eailem fummer brings. 

Do my fmell perfuade at all ; 

Ought perfume but thy breath to call; 

May I as worthlefs feem to thee^ 

As all but thou appear to me« 

If I ever anger know. 
Till fome wrong be done to you; 
If ever I a hope admit. 
Without thy image damp'd on it ; 
Or any fear, till I begin 
To find that you 're concem'd therein ; 
If a joy e'er come to me. 
That taftes of any thing but thee j 
If any forrow touch my mind 
Whilft you are well and not unkind j 
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If I a minute's fpace debate^ 
Whether I fhall curfe or hate 
The things beneath thy hatred fall. 
Though all the worlds myfelf and all ; 
If any paflion of my heart. 
By any force or any art. 
Be brought to move one ftep from thee, 
May'ft thou no paflion have for me. 



ft HE WISH 

AViLL, then ; I now do plainly fee 
This bufy world and I fliall ne'er agree. 
The very honey of all earthly joy 
Does of all meats the fooneft cloy; 
And they, mcthinks, deferve my pity. 
Who for it can endure the ftings. 
The crowd, and buz, and murmurings. 
Of that great hive, the city. 

Ah ! yet, ere I defcehd to the grave. 
May I a fmall houfe and a large garden have ; 
And a few friends, and many books, both true. 
Both wife, and both delightful too ! 
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And (fince love ne'er from me will fleeji 
A miftrefs, moderately fair. 
And good, as guardian angels are ; 

Only belov'd, and loving mel 

How happy here (hould I 

And one dear (he, live, and embrdclDg die ? 

She who is all the world, and can exclude 

In deferts folitude. 



rH£ INCONSTANT. 

I NEVER yet could fee that face. 
Which had no dart for me ; 

From fifteen years, to fifty's pace. 
They all viftorious be» 

Colour or (hape, good limbs, or face^ 
Goodnefs, or wit, in all I find ; 

In motion or in fpeech a grace. 
If all fail, yet 'tis womankind. 

If tall, the name of fro^r flays; 

If fair, (he's pleafant as the ligh: 
If low, her frettinefs does pleafe ; 

If blacky what lover loves not nighu 
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The fat, like plenty, fills my heatt. 
The lean, with love, makes me fo too; 

If ftraight, her body's Cupid's dart; 
To me, if crooked^ 'tis his bow. 

Thus, with unwearied wings I flee 

Tlirough all Love's garden and his field* ; 

And, like the wife induflrious bee. 
No weed but honey to me yields^ 



HONOUR. 

She loves, and (he confefFes too; 
There's then at laft no more to do. 
The happy work's entirely done ; 
Enter the town which thou haft won. 
The fruits of conqueft now begin j 
lotriumphe! enter in. 

What's this, ye gods ! what can it be ? 
Remains there ftill an enemy ? 
Bold Honour ftands up in the gate. 
And would yet capitulate. 
Have I o'ercome all real foes. 
And (hall this phantom me oppofe ? 

Noify nothing ! ftalking fhade I 
By what witchcraft wert thou made. 
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Empty caufe of fblki harms ? 
But I ihall find out counter charms^ 
Thy airy devilfhip to remove^ 
From this circle here of lo?c. 

Sure I (hall rid myfelf of thee 
By the night's obicurity. 
And obfcurer fecrcQr* 
Unlike to every other fptitCj 
Thou attemptft not men t' affiright^ 
Nor appear'ft bat in the light* 



THE CHRONICLM. 

Margarita firftpoflefs'd^ 
If I remember we]l> my breaft, 

Margarita^ firft of all; 
But when awhile the wanton maid 
With my reftlefs heart had play'd, 

Martha took the flying ball* 

Martha foon did it refign 
To the beauteous Catharine. 

Beauteous Catharine gave place 
(Tho' loth and angry flie to part 
With the poffeffion of my heart) 

To Eliza's conquering face* 
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Eliza to this hour might reign» 
Had fhe not evil counfds ta'en : 

Fundamental laws (he broke. 
And ilill new favourites fhe chofe. 
Till up in arms my paffions rofe. 

And caft away her yoke* 

Mary then, and gentle Ann, 
Both to reign at once began. 

Alternately they fway'd ; 
And fometimes Mary was the fair. 
And fometimes Ann the crown did wear. 

And fometimes both I obey'd. 

Another Mary then arofe. 
And did rigorous laws impofe ; 

A mighty tyrant fhe ! 
liOng, alas, fhould I have been. 
Under that iron-fcepter*d queen. 

Had not Rebecca fet me free* 

When fair Rebecca fet me free, 
*Twas then a golden time for me. 

But foon thofe pleafures Hed : 
For the gracious princefs died, 
In her youth and beauty's pride. 

And Judith reigned in her ftead* 
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One months three days, and half an homXp 
Judith held the fov'rcign pow*r. 

Wondrous beautiful her face; 
But fo weak and fmall her wit. 
That fhe to govern was unfit. 

And fo Suiannah took her place. 

But when Ifabella came, 
Arm'd with a refiftlefsi flame. 

And th' artillery of her eye ; 
While (he proudly march'd about 
Gseater conquefts to find out. 

She beat out Sufan by the bye. 

But in her place I then obey'd 
Black-ey'd Befs, her viceroy maid» 

To whom enfued a vacancy ; 
Thoufand worfe pailions then poflefs'4 
The interregnum of my bread ; 

Blefs me from fuch an anarchy ! 

Gentle Henrietta then. 

And a third Mary next begai^ ; 

Then Joan, and Jane, and Andria, 
And then a pretty Thomafine, 
And then another Catharine, 

And then a long et caetera. 
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Bot (hould I now to you relate 

The ftrength and riches of their ftate. 

The powder^ patches, and the pins. 
The ribands, jewels, and the rings. 
The lace, the paint, and warlike things. 

That make up all their magazines : 

If I (hould tell the politic arts 
To take and keep men's hearts ; 

The letters, embaffies, and fpies. 
The frowns, the fmiles, and flatteries. 
The quarrels, tears, and perjuries, 

Numberlefs, namelefs, myfleriesi 

And all the little lime-twigs laid 
By Machiavel, the waiting maid ; 

I more voluminous (hould grow 
(Chiefly if I, like them, (hould tell 
All change of weather that befel) 

Than Holin(hed or Stow, 

But I will briefer with them be. 
Since few of them were long with me; 

An higher and a nobler (Irain 
My prefent emperefs does claim, 
Eleonora, firft o' the name,' 

Whom God grant long to reign* 
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SONG. 

Reason, thou vain iiDpertinence^ 
Deluding hjrpocrite, begone ! 

And go and plague your men of fenie^ 
But let my love and me alone* 

In vain fome dreaming, thinking fool. 
Would make thee o'er our ienfes leign^ 

And all our noble paflions rule. 
And conftitute this creature man* 

In vain fome dotard may pretend^ 
Thou art our torch to happinefs ; 

To happinefs, which poor mankind 
As little know as Paradiie. 

Atbeft, thou'rt but a glimmering light. 
Which ferves not to diredl our way ; 

Put, like the moon, confounds our fightj, 
And only ihews it is not day* 



SONG. 



SAME COI^j^TIOM. 

i^kr, I confefs I (hould defpife 
A too» too eafy gotten prize! 
Be coy, be cruel yet a while* 
Nor grant one gracious look or frmfej 
Then every little grace from thee 
Will feem a heav'n on earth to me. 

If thou would*ft have me ftill love on 
With all the flames I firft begun. 
Then you muft ftill as fcomful be : 
For if you once but bum like me« 
My flames will languifh and be gone. 
Like fire that's fliin'd ou by the fun. 

Nor lay thefe arts too foon afide. 
In hopes your lover faft is tied i 
For I have oft an angler feen. 
With over-hafte, lofe all again; 
When, if the fool had longer flaid. 
The harmlefs filh had been betray'd. 
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IL PENSEROSO. 

Hence, vain deluding joys. 

The brood of Folly, without &ther bie^ ! 
How little you befted. 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys: 
Dwell in fome idle brain. 

And fancies fond with gaudy ihape poflefs. 
As thick and numberlefs 

As the gay motes that people the fun-beams« 
Or likefk hov'ring dreams. 

The fickle penfioners of Morpheofi' train. 
But hail, thou goddefs fage and holy I 
Hail, divined Melancholy ! 
Whofe faintly viiage is too bright 
To hit tlie fenfe of human fight; 
And, therefore, to our weaker view, 
O'erlaid with black, ftaid wifdom's hue ; 
Black, but fuch as in elleem 
Prince Memnon'sfiftcr might befeem; 
Or that ftarr'd Ethiop queen, that ftrove 
For other beauties praife above 
The fea-nymphs, and thefe powers ofifended ; 
Yet thou art higher far defcended ; 
Tliee bright-hair*d Vefta, long of yore. 
To folitary Saturn bore ; 
His daughter (he (in Saturn's reign. 
Such mixture was not held a ftain) ; 
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Oft in glimmering bowers and glade 
He met her, and in fweet ihade 
Of woody Ida's inmoft grove. 
While yet there was no fear of Jove^ 
Come, penfive nun, devout and pure. 
Sober and iledfaft, and demure. 
All in a robe of darkeft grain. 
Flowing with majeftic train. 
And fable ftole of Cyprus lawn 
Over thy decent (houlders drawn ; 
Come, but keep thy wonted ftate. 
With even ilep and mufing gait. 
And looks commercing with die ikies. 
Thy 'rapt foul fitting in thine eyes ; 
There held in holy paffion ftill. 
Forget thyfelf to marble, till 
With a fad leaden downward caft 
Thou fix tbem on the earth as fafi. 
And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 
Spare Fafi, that oft with gods doth diet. 
And hear the mufes in a ring 
Ay round about Jove's altar fing ; 
And add to thefe retired Leifure, 
That in trim gardens takes his pleafure ; 
But firft, and chiefefi;, with thee bring. 
Him that yon* foars on golden wing. 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne. 
The cherub Contemplation ; 
And the mute filence hiil along, 
'Lefs Philomel will deign a fong 
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In her fweeteft* faddeft plight. 
Smoothing the rugged brow of nighty 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke» 
Gently o'er th' accnftom'd oak ; 
iSweet bird that (hunn'ft the noiie of foUyy 
Moft mufical, moft melancholy ! 
Thee, chantrefs of the woods among^ 
I woo to hear thy erening fong ; 
And, miffing thee, I walk unfeen 
On the dry fmooth-ihaven gieen. 
To behold the wand'ring moon, 
Riding near her highcft noon ; 
LikQ one thdt had been led aftray 
Through the heav'ns' wide pathleft way 
And oft, as if her head (he bow'd. 
Stooping thro* a fleecy cload^ 
Oft on a plat of rifing ground^ 
I hear the far-off curfeu found ; 
Over fome wide water*d fliore. 
Swinging flow withfullen roar. 
Or if the air will not permit^ 
Some ftill removed place will fit. 
Where glowing embers through the ro6ni 
T^ch light to counterfeit a gloom ; 
Far from all refort of mirth. 
Save the cricket on the hearth. 
Or the bellman's drowfy charm. 
To blefs the door from nightly harm. 
Or let my, lamp, at midnight hour, 
fie feen in fome high lonely to^er. 
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Where I m^y oft ontwatch the Bear, 
With thrice great Hormes* or unfphers 
The fpirit of Pkto» to unfold 
What worlds* or what vaft regions hold 
The immortal mind* that hath forfook 
Her manfion in this fle(hly nook ; 
And of thofe demons that are found 
In fire* air* flood* or under ground* 
Whofe power hath a true confent 
With planet or with element. 
Sometimes let gorgeous Tragedy 
In fcepter*d pall come fweeping by* 
Frefenting Thebes* or Pel<^' line. 
Or the tale of Troy divine ; 
Or what (though rare) of later age* 
Ennobled hath the buikin'd flage. 
But O! fad virgin ! that thy power 
Might raife Muikus from his bower* 
Or bid the Ibul of Orpheus fing 
Such notes as* warbled to the flring^ 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek* 
And made hell grant what love did feek ; 
Or call up him that left half told 
The ftory of Cambrifcan bold* ^ 
Of Camball and of Algarfife, 
And who bad Canace to wife; 
That own'd the virtuous ring and glafs* 
And of the wondrous horfe of brafs* 
On which the Tartar king did ride ; 
And if ought elfe great bards befide 
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In fage and folid time have fung 

Of turneys and of trophies hung. 

Of foxefts and inchantments drear, 

Wheie inoie is meant than meets the ear* 

Tlias, Nighty oft fee me in thy pak career^ 

Till civil foited Mom appear. 

Not trick'd and frounc'd as ihe was wont 

With the Attic boy to hnnt; 

Bat kercheft in a comely cknid. 

While rocking winds ire piping loud ; 

Or u(her'd with a (hower ftill. 

When the guft has Uown his fill* 

Endii^ OA the ruftUng leaves. 

With minute drops from off the eaves» 

And when the fun begins to fling 

His flaring beams, me, goddeis, bring 

To arched walks of twilight groves. 

And (hadows brown that fylvan loves,, 

Of pine, or monumental oidc ; 

Wheie the rade ax, with heaved ftioke. 

Was never heard the nymphs to daunt. 

Or fright diem from their hallow'd haunt i 

There in cloie covert, by ibme brook* 

Where no profaner eye may look. 

Hide me from day's garifh eye; 

While the bee with honey'd thigh. 

That at her flow'iy work doth fing. 

And the waler's murmuring. 

With fuch concert as they keep. 

Entice the dewy feather'd fleep; 
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And let fome ftrange inyfterioos dream 
Wave at his wings in airy ftream 
Of lively portraiture difplay'd^ 
Softly on my eyelids laid ; 
And as I wake^ fwcet mafic breathe. 
Above, about, or uidemeath. 
Sent by fome i^irit to mortal's good. 
Or th' nnfeen genius of the wood. 
But let my due feet never fail 
To walk the fhidious cloister's pale. 
And love the high cmbowed roof. 
With antique pillars mafly proof ; 
And ftoried windows, richly dight. 
Calling a dim religious light. 
There let the pealing organ blow. 
To the full voiced quire below. 
In fervice high and anthems clear. 
As may with fweetnefs, thro' mine car, 
Diflblve me into ecilafies. 
And bring all heav'n before mine eyes* 
And may at laft my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage. 
The hairy gown and moiTy cell. 
Where I may fit and rightly fpell 
Of ev'ry ftar that heav'n doth (hew. 
And ev'ry herb that fips the dew ; 
Till old experience do attain 
To fomething like prophetic ftrain — 
Thefe plcafiires. Melancholy, give. 
And I with thee will choofe to livc^ 
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L'ALLSGRO. 

Hbmce» loathed Mdaocholy! 

Of Cerberus^ and blackeft midxiigbt bom^ 
In Stygian cave forlorn^ 

'Mongfthorrid ihapes, andihrieks^ andfightsunholy I 
Find out fome uncouth cell. 

Where brooding Darkneis ^ceads his jealous wings. 
And the night raven fings ; 

There, under ebon (hades and low-brow'd rocks. 
As ragged as thy locks,, 

In dark Cinunerian deCbrt ever dwelL 
But come, thou goddefs &ir and free. 
In heav'n yclep'd £iiph]X)fyne, 
And by men, beart-eaimg Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth. 
With two fitter graces more. 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 
Or whether, (as fome fager fing) 
The frolic wind that breathes the fpring. 
Zephyr with Aurora playing. 
As he met her once a Maying, 
There on beds of violets blue. 
And frelh-blown rofes walh'd in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee a daughter fair. 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 
Hafte thee, nymph,, and bring with thee 
Jeft and youthful Jollity ; 
Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles. 
Nods and becks, and wneathed ioules. 
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Such as hang on Hebe's cheeky 
And love to live in dimple fledc ; 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides. 
And Laughter holding both his fides. 
Come, and trip it as you go. 
On the light fimtaftic toe. 
And, in thy right hand, lead with thee. 
The mountain-nymph, fweet Liberty ; 
And, if I give thee honour due. 
Mirth, admit me of thy crew ; 
To live with her, and live with thee. 
In unreproved pleafures free ; 
To hear the laik begin his flight. 
And finging ftartle the dull Nighty 
From his watch-tow'r in the ikies. 
Till the dappled dawn doth rife; 
Then to come in fpite of forrow. 
And at my window bid good-morrow. 
Through the fweet-brier and the vine. 
Or the twifted eglantine : 
While the cock, with lively din. 
Scatters the rear of darknefs thin. 
And to the ftack, or the barn-door. 
Stoutly flruts his dames before : 
Oft M'ning how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouze the flumb'ring mom. 
From the fide of fome hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing Ihrill : 
Some time walking not unfeen 
By hedge-row ehns, on hillocks green ; 
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Right againft the caftern gate. 

Where the great fun begins his fUte» 

Rob'd in flames and amber light. 

The clouds in thoufand liveries dight; 

While the ploughman, near at hand, 

WhifUes o'er the furrow'd land. 

And the milk-maid fingeth blithe. 

And the mower whets his fcythe. 

And every (hepherd tells his tale. 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleafures, 

Whilft the landfcape round it meafures, 

Ruflet lawns, and fallows gray. 

Where the nibbling flocks do ftray ; 

Mountains on whofe barren breaft 

The lab'ring clouds do often reft. 

Meadows trim, with daifies pied. 

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 

Towers and battlements it feet 

Bofom'd high in tufted trees. 

Where perlu^s fome beauty lies. 

The Cynofure of neighboring eyes. 

Hard by, a cottage-chimney fmokes. 

From betwixt two aged oaks. 

Where Corydon and Thyrfls met. 

Are at their favoury dinner fet 

Of herbs, and other country-mefles. 

Which the neat-handed Phillis drefles : 

And then in hafte her bow'r ihe leaves. 

With Thefylis to bind the (heaves ; 
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Or if the earlier feafon lead 

To the tann'd haycock in the rnead^ 

Sometimes with fecure delight 

The upland hamlets will invite^ 

When the merry bells ring round. 

And the jocund rebecs found 

To many a youth« and many a maid. 

Dancing in the chequer'd ihade ; 

And young and old come forth to play 

On a funihine holy-day* 

Till the live-long daylight ^1 ; 

Then to the fpicy nut-brown ale. 

With flories told of many a feat. 

How Fairy Mab the junkets ate. 

She was pinched, and pull'd, ihe faid. 

And he by friars lanthom led. 

Tells how the drudging goblin fwet. 

To earn his cream-bowl duly fet, ' 

When in one night, ere glimpfe of mom. 

His fhadowy flail hath threfli'd the com 

That ten day-lab'rers could not end ; 

Then lies him down, the lubbar fiend. 

And ftretch'd out all the chimney's length. 

Balks at the fire his hairy firength. 

And crop-full out of doors he flings. 

Ere the firft cock his mattin rings. 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep. 

By whifp'ring winds foon luU'd afleep. 

Tow 'red cities pleafe us then. 

And the bufy hum of men. 
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Where throngs of knights and bannis bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold« 
Withftoreof ladies, whoie bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit> or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. 
There kt Hymen oft appear 
In (afion robe, with taper clear. 
And pomp, and feaft, and revelry. 
With maik, and antique pageantry. 
Such fights as youthful poets dream 
On funmier-eves, by haunted ftream. 
Then to the well-trod ftage anon. 
If Jonfon's learned fock be on. 
Or fweeteft Shakefpeare, Fancy's child. 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever againft eating cares. 
Lap me in ibft Lydian airs. 
Married to immortal verfe. 



Of linked fweetnefs long drawn out, 
>^th wanton heed, and giddy cunning. 
The melting voice through mazes running, 
Untwifting. all the chains that tie 
The hidden foul of harmony ; 
That Orpheus' Iclf may heave his head 
From golden (lumber on a bed 
Of heap'd Elyfian flow'rs, and hear 
Such ftrains as would have won the ear 
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Of Pluto, to have quite fet free 
His half-regain'd Eurydice. 
Theie delights if thou canft give. 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 
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ALEXANDER*! FEAST i 

OKy THE POWKK OV MUSIC: 
AM ODE OM ST. CECTLtA'S DAT^ 

TwAs at the royal feaft» for Perfia won 
By Fliilip's warlike Ton : 
Aloft in awful ftate 
The god-like hero fate 
On his imperial throne : 
His valiant peers were plac'd around ; 
Their brows with roies and with myrtles bound : 
So ihould defert in arms be crown'd. 
The lovely Thais by his fide 
Sat> like a blooming eaftem bride. 
In flower of youth, and beauty's pride* 
Happy, happy, happy pair ! 
None but the bravc> 
None but the brave. 
None but the brave deferves the fairf 
Timotheus plac'd on high. 
Amid the tuneful choir. 
With flying fingers touch'd the lyre : 
The trembling notes afcend the flcy. 
And heav'nly joys inljpire. 
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The fong began from Jove ; 
Who left his blifsful feats above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love !) 
A dragon's fiery form beli6l the god : 
Sublime on radiant fpheres he rode. 
When he to fair Olympia prefs'd. 
And ftamp'd an image of himfelf, a fov'reign of the 
world ; 

Thelift*ning crowd admire the lofty found ; 
A prefent deity ! they Ihout around ; 
A prefent deity ! the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With ravifli'd ears. 
The monarch hears, 
AiTumes the god, 
Affedls to nod. 
And feems to (hake the fjpheres. 

The praife of Bacchus, then, the fweet mufician fang; 
Of fiacchus ever fair, and ever young: 
The jolly god in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 
Rulh'd with a purple grace. 
He (hews his honeft face. 
Now give the hautboys breath— he comes, be comes ! 
Bacchus, ever fair and young. 

Drinking joys did firft ordain : 
Bacchus' bleifings are a treafure. 
Drinking is the foldier's pleafure ; 
Rich the treafure. 
Sweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after paio. 
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Sooth'd with the found, Ac king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again ; 
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he flew 
the fiain. 
The mafter faw die madnefs rife. 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent ejres ; 
And while he heav'n and eardi defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 
He chofe a mournful mufe. 
Soft pity to^ infufe : 
He fung Darius, great and good! 
By too fevere a fate 
Fairn, fall'n, fall'n, faU'n, 
Fallen from his high eftate> 
And welt'ring in his blood : 
Deferted, at his utmofl need. 
By thofe his former bounty fed ; 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies. 
With not a friend to clofe his eyes. 

With downcaft looks the joylefs vi^r fate. 
Revolving in his aher'd foul 

The various turns of chance below ; 
And now and then a figh he ftole. 
And tears began to flow* 

The mighty matter fmil'd to fee 

That love was in the next degree; 

*Twas but a kindred found to move. 

For pity melts the mind to love. 

Softly fweet, in Lydian meafures. 
Soon he footh'd his foul to pteafures. 
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War, he fung, is toil and trouble. 
Honour bat an em(>ty bubbk ; 

Never ending, ftill beginning. 
Fighting ftill, and ftill deftioying : 

If the world be wordi thy winnings 
Think, O think it worth enjoying ! 
• Lovely Tha& fits befide thee; 
Take the good the gods provide thee* 
The many rend the ikies with loud applauie : 
So Love was crown'd, but Mafic won the cauie. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd his care, 
Sigh'd and looked, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd i^n* 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreft. 
The vanquiih'd vi^or funk upon her breaft. 

Now ftrike the golden lyre again : 

A louder yet, and yet a loader ftrain* 

fireak his bands of fleep afunder. 

And rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 

Hark, hark, the horrid found 

Has rais'd up his head. 

As awak'd from the dead. 

And, amaz'd, he ftares around. 
Revenge, revenge ! Timotheus cries : 
See the furies arife ! 

See the fnakes how they rear. 

How they hifs in the air i 
And the fpaikles that flalh from thar eyes I 
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Behold a gfaaftly band^ 

Each a torch in his hand, 
Thefe are Grecian ghofts^ that in battle were flain. 

And iinbaried remain. 

Inglorious on the plain : 

Give the vengeance due 

To the yaliant crew. 
Behold how they tois their torches on high. 

How they point to the Perfian abodes. 

And glitt'ring temples of their hoftile gods !— 
The princes applaud with a furious joy. 
And the king feiz'd a flambeau, with zeal to deftroy : 
Thais led the way. 
To light him to his prey. 
And, like another Helen, flr'd another Troy. 

Thus, long ago. 

Ere heaving bellows leam'd to blow. 
While organs yet were mute ; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute 
And founding lyre. 
Could fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft deiire. 
At lail divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrefs of the vocal frame; 
The fwect enthufiaft, from her facred ftorc. 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds. 
And added length to folemn founds. 
With Nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
I^t old Timotheus yield the prize. 

Or both divide the crown ; 
He rais'd a mortal to the fldes. 
She drew an angel down. 
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SONG. 

FROM DRTDEN's COLLICTION. 

A SILLY (hepherd woo'dybat wifl not 
How he might his miftiefs' favour gain. 

On a time they met, but kifs'd not ; 
Ever after that he fued in vain : 

Blame her not, alas, though (he faid nay 

To him that might, but fled away. 

Time perpetually is changing; 

Every moment alteration brings ; 
Love and beauty flill eftranging ; 

Women are, alas ! but wanton things f 
He that will his miftrefs' favour gain, 
Muft take her in a merry vein. 

A woman's fancy 's like a fever. 
Or an ague, that doth come by fits ; 

Hot, and cold, but conftant never. 
Even as the pleafant humour hits. 

Sick, and well again, and well, and iick. 

In love it is a woman's trick. 

Now (he will, and now (he will not. 
Put her to the trial, if once fhe fmile ; 

Silly youth, thy fortune fpill not, 
ling'ring labours oft themielves beguile. 

He that knocks, and can't get in. 

His pick-lock is not worth a pin. 
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A woBian'g nay is no denial. 
Silly youths in love are ienr'd fo» 

Put her to a farther triai> 
Haply (he'll take it, and fay no. 

For 'tis a trick which women ufe. 

What they love they will refufe. 

Silly youth, why doft thou dally I 
Having got time and fcafon fit ; 

Then never ftand «' Sweet, lhall I ? ihaH I?" 
Nor too much commend an after wit ; 

For he that will not when he may. 

When he will he ihall have nay. 



wurrrEN in the leaves of a fan. 

SAME COLLBCTION« 

Flavi A the leafl and flighteft toy 
Can, with refiftlefs art, employ. 
This &n, in meaner hands, would prove 
An engine of fmall force in love* 
Yet (he, with graceful air and mien, 
(Not to be told or fafely feen) 
Dire^ its wanton motion fo. 
That it wounds more than Cupid's bow \ 
Gives coolnefs to the matchless dame,, 
To ev'ry other brcaft a flaroc. 
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SONG. 

SAMI COLLECTION. 

At dead of night> when wrappM in fleep 

The peaceful cottage lay; 
Pailora left her folded iheep. 
Her garland, crook, and ufdeis ferip; 

Love led the nymph aftray, 

Loofe and undrefs'd, (he takes hef flight 

To a near myrtle (hade ; 
The confcious moon gave all her light. 
To blefs her raviih'd lover's fight* 

And guide the loving maid. 

His eager arms the nyn^ embface: 

And, to afluage his pain. 
His reftlefs paflion he obeys* 
At fuch an hour, in fuch a plac^ 

What lover could contain ? 

In vain (he call'd the confcious moon. 

The moon no iuccour gave ; 
The cruel ftars unmovM look'd on« 
And (eem'd to fmil^ at nt^t was done* 

Nor would her heaosr £ive. 
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VanqaUh'd at laft by powerful love. 

The nymph expiring lay. 
No more (he figh'd, no more (he ftrove ; 
Since no kind ftars were found above. 

She bluih'd and died away. 

Yet blefs'd the grove, her confcious flight. 

And youth that did betray ; 
And pandng, dying with delight. 
She bleft the kind tranfporting night. 

And curft th' approaching day. 



ON MUSIC, 

FROM THE SAME COLLECTION. 

Wh e n whifpering drains, with creeping wind, 

DiiUl foft paflion through the heart. 
And whilft at every touch we find 
Our pulfes beat, and bear a part. 
When threads can make 
Our heart-ftrings (hake ; 
Philofophy can fcarce deny. 
Our fouls confift in harmony. 

Oh, lull me, lull me, charming air. 
My fenfes each with wonder fweet ; 

Like fnow on wool thy fallings are. 
Soft like fpirits' are thy feet. 
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Grief who needs fear 
That hath an ear ^ 
Down let him tie. 
And flnmb'ring die. 
And change his fool for hannonf. 
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SAM£ COLLECTION. BT MR. J, JT. 

In Chloris all foft charms agree : 

Inchanting humour, powerful wit ; 
Beauty, from afie^tion free. 

And for eternal empire fit. 
Where'er flie goes, love waits her eyes. 

The women envy, men adore; 
But, did fhe lefs the triumph prize. 

She would deferve the conqueft more. 

The pomp of love fo much prevails. 

She begs what none elfe would deny her. 
Makes fuch advances with her eyes. 

The hope Ihe gives prevents defire. 
Catches at every trifling heart. 

Seems warm with every glimmering flame \ 
The common prey fo deads the dart. 

It fcarce can pierce a noble game* 
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I could lie ages at her feet» 

Adore her, carelefs of my pain; 
With tender vows her rigours meet, 

Defpair, love on, and not complain* 
My paffion, from all change iecure. 

No fiivours raife, no frown controuk; 
I any torment can endure. 

But hoping with a crowd of fools. 
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Phillis, let's ihun the common fate. 
And let our love ne'er turn to hate* 
111 doat no longer than I can 
Without being call'd a faithleis man ; 
When we begin to want difcoarie. 
And kindnefs feems to tafte of force> 
As freely as we met well part; 
Each one poflefs'd of his own heart* 
Thus while rafh fools themfelves undo, 
We'll game^ and leave off favers too* 
So equally the match we'll makt. 
Each (hall be glad to draw the flake : 
A fmile of thine (hall make my blifs. 
Or 111 enjoy thee in a kifs : 
If from this height our kindnefs fall« 
Well bravely fcom to love at all : 
Xf thy afie^on firft decay, 
I will the blame on nature lay* 
Alas! what cordial can remove 
The hafty fate of dying love ? 
Thus we will all the world excel. 
In loving and in parting well. 
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Not, Cdia, that I juiler am. 

Or better than the reft; 
For I would change each hoar, like them. 

Were not my heart at reft* 

But I am tf^ to very thee 

By ev'ry thought I have : 
Thy face I only care to fee» 

Thy heart I only crave. 

All that in woman is ador'd^ 

In thy dear felf I find; 
For the whole fex can but aftbrd 

The handfpme and the kind. 

Why then (hoDld I feek farther ftoit. 

And ftill make love anew ? 
When change itfelf can give no moxc» 

'TIS eafy to be true. 
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Chlo&is, I cannot fay your eyes 
Did my unwary heart furpiiie ; 
Nor will I fwear it was your face. 
Your ihape, or any namekfs grace. 
For you are fo entirely fair. 
To love a part injuftice were. 

No drowning man can tell which drop 
Of water his lail breath did ftop; 
So when the fburs in heaven appear. 
And join to make the night look clear; 
The light we no one's bounty call. 
But the obliging gift of alL 

He that doth lips or hands adore, 
Deferves them only, and no moie : 
But I love all, and every part. 
And nothing lefs can eaie my heart* 
Cupid, that lover weakly ftrikes. 
Who can exprefs what 'tis he likes. 
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Love, when 'tis trne, needs not the aid 
Of iighs, or oaths, to make it known : 

And to convince the cruerft maid, 
. Loven (hoald nfe their love alone. 

Into their veiy looks 'twill fteal* 
And he that moft would hide his flame* 

Does in that cafe his pain reveal ; 
Silence itielf can love proclaim. 

This, my Aurelia, made me (hun 
The paths that common lovers tread, 

Whoie guilty paflions are begun 
Not in their heart, but in their head. 

I could not figh, and, with crofs'd arms, 
Accuie your rigour, and my fate; 

Nor tax your beauty with fuch charms 
As men adore, and women hate ; 

But carelefs liv'd, and without art. 
Knowing my love you muft have fpied ; 

And thinking it a foolifti part. 
To fet to (hew, what none can hide. 
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Phillis, this early zeal aiTuage : 

You overad your part : 
The martyrs, at your tender age. 

Gave Heav'n but half their heart* 

Old men, till paft the pleafure, ne'er 

Declaim againft the fin : 
'Tis early to begin to fear 

The Devil at fifteen. 

The world to youth is too Icveic, 
And, like a treacherous light. 

Beauty the a^ons of the fair 
Expofes to their fight* 

And yet this world as 'tis 
Is oft deceiv'd by 't too : 

Kind combinations ieldom mifs; 
Let's try what we can do. 
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Ght you gone — yon will undo me. 
If you love me don't purfue me ; 
Let that incHoation perifh. 
Which I dare no longer cherifh. 

With hannkis thoughts I did begin. 
But in the crowd Love enter'd in ; 
I knew him not, he was fo gay; 
So innocent, and full of play. 

At ev'ry hour, in cv'ry place, 
I either faw, or fbrm'd your filce : 
All that in plays is finely writ. 
Fancy for you and me did fit. 

My dreams at night were all of you. 
Such as, till then, I never knew. 
I fported thus with young defiie» 
Never intending to go higher. 

fiut now his teeth and claws are grown. 
Let me the fatal lion ihun ; 
You found me harmlefs, leave me fo ; 
For, were I not, you'd leave me too. 



S E D L ET. 



SONG. 

Love ftill has fomething of the (ea^ 
From whence his mother rofe : 

No time his flaves from doubt can free» 
Nor give their thoughts repofc- 

They are becalm'd in cleareft daysj 
And in rough weather toft. 

They wither under cold delays. 
Or are in tempefts loft. 

One while they feem to touch the port. 
Then ftraight into the main 

Some angry wind^ in cruel fport. 
The veffel drives again. 

At firft difdain and pride they fear. 
Which if they chance to Ycape, 

Rivals and falfehood foon appear. 
In a more dreadful (hape. 

By fuch degrees to joys they come. 
And are fo long withftood. 

So flowly they receive the fun, 
Itfcarcely does them good. 



8 E D L ET. 



Us crod to prolong a pain; 

And to defer a joy. 
Believe me, gentle Cdimene, 

Ofeids the winged boy. 

An hundred thoofand oaths yonr fears 
Perhaps, would not remove ; 

And, if I gaz'd a thoufand years, 
I could no deeper love. 



SONG. 



Fair Amynta, art thou mad. 

To let the world in me 
Envy joys I never had. 

And cenfure them in thee ? 

Filled with grief for what is pai(. 
Let us at length be wife \ 

And to love's true enjoyments hafle. 
Since we have paid the price. 

Love does timid fouls defpife. 
Who lofe themfelves for toys. 

And efcapes &r thofe devife 
Who tafte his utmoft joys. 



S E D L Mr. 



Love fhould like the year be crown'd 

With fweet variety ; 
Hope ihoold in the fpring abound^ 

Kind fean^ and jealoufy. 

In the fummer, flowers fhould riie^ 

And in the autamn* frtiit : 
His fpring doth elie but mock our eyet> 

And in a feoff falute. 



SONG. 

Xhanks« £ur Urania* to your fcom, 
I now am free* as I was born. 
Of all the pain that I endured. 
By your late coldnefs I am cured. 

In lofing me* proud nymph* you lofe 
The humbleft flave your beauty knows : 
In loflng you* I but throw down 
A haughty tyrant from her throne. 

My ranging love did never find 
Such charmls of perfon and of mind ; 
YouVe beauty* wit* and all things know* 
But where you (hould your love beftow. 



S E D L Er. 



1, unawares, my freedom gave. 
And to thofe tyrants grew a ilave ; 
Would you have kept what you had won. 
You (hould have more compaffion (hewn. 

Love is a burthen, which two hearts. 
When equally they bear their parts. 
With pleafure carry ; but no one, 
Alas ! can bear it long alone. 

I'm not of thofe who court their pain. 
And make an idol of difdain ; 
My hope in love does ne'er expire. 
But it extinguifhes defire. 

Nor yet of thofe, who ill received. 
Would have it otherwife believed; 
And, where their love could not prevail. 
Take the vain liberty to rail. 

Whoe'er would make his vi^lor lefs 
Muft his own weak defence confefs ; 
And, while her power he does defame. 
He poorly doubles his own (hame. 

Even that malice does betray. 
And fpeak concern another way; 
And all fuch fcom in men, is but 
The fmoke of fires but ill put out. 



S E D L Er. a«i 

He's ftlll in torment, whom the rage 
To detraction doth engage : 
In love, indifTrence is the fure 
And only fign of perfe^ cure. 



SONG. 



Hears not my Phillis, how the birds 
Their feather *d mates falute ? 

They tell their paffion in their words. 
Mud I alone be mute ? 

]Phillis, without frown or fmile. 

Sat and knotted all the while. 

The god of love, in thy bright eyes. 

Doth like a tyrant reign ; 
But in thy heart, a child he lies. 

Without his dart or flame. 
Phillis, &c. 

So many months in (ilence paft. 

And yet in raging love; 
Might well deferve one word at laft. 

My paffion (hould approve. 
Fhillis, &c. 



S M D L Mr. 



Muft then yonr faithful fwain expire^ 
And not one look obtain ; 

Which he, to footh his fond defixe. 
Might pleafmgly explain ? 

Fhillis, without frown or fmile» 

Sat and knotted all the while. 



SONG, 

Phillis is my only joy, 

Faithlefs as the winds orfeas; 
Sometimes coming, fometimes coy. 
Yet ihe never fails to pleaie. 
If with a frown 
I am caft down, 
Phillis fmiling. 
And beguiling. 
Makes me happier than before. 

Though, alas! too late I find 
Nothing can her fancy fix ; 
Yet the moment Ihe is kind, 
I forgive her all her tricks; 
Which though I fee, 
I can't get free; 
She deceiving, 
I believing. 
What can lovers wilh for more ? 



S E D L Er. 



SONG. 

W^HAT (hall become of man fo wife 
When he dies ? 
None can tell 
Whether he goes to heaven or hell ; 
Or, after a few moments hexe« 
He difappesLt ; 
And at laft 
Perifh entirely like a beaft ? 

But women, wine, and mirth, we know. 
Are all the joys he has below : 
Let us then ply thofe joys we have, 
'Tis vain to think beyond the grave; 
Out of our reach the gods have laid 

Of time to come th* event ; 
And laugh to fee the fools afraid 
Of what the knaves invent. 



EDMUND WALLER. 



OF STLriA. 

Our fighs are heard ; juft Heav'n declares 
The fenfe it has of lovers' cares. 
She that fo far the reft outfhin'd, 
Sylvia, the fair, while (he was kind. 
As if her frowns impaired her brow« 
Seems only not unhandfome now. 
So when the (ky makes us endure 
A ftorm, itfelf becomes obfcure. 

Hence 'tis that I conceal my flame. 
Hiding from Flavians felf her name; , 
Left (he, provoking Heav'n, (hould prove 
How it rewards neglected love. 
Better a thoufand fuch as I, 
Their grief untold, (hould pine and die. 
Than her bright morning, overeaft 
With fuUen clouds, ihould be defac'd. 



EDMUND WALLER. 



OF LOVE. 

Angbr« in hafty words, or blows^ 
Itfelf difcharges on our foes ; 
And forrow, too, finds fome relief 
In tears, which wait upon our grief* 
So ev'iy paffion, but fond love. 
Unto its own redrefs does move : 
But that alone the wretch inclines 
To what prevents his own defigns ; 
Makes him lament, and figh, and weep, 
Diforder'd, tremble, fawn, and creep; 
Foftures which render him defpis'd. 
Where he endeavours to be priz'd. 
For women, bom to be controlled. 
Stoop to the forward and the bold ; 
Afied the haughty and the proud. 
The gay, the frolic, and the loud. 
Who firft the gen'rous fteed opprcft. 
Not kneeling did falute the besdft. 
But with high courage, life, and force. 
Approaching, tam'd th' unruly horfe. 

Unwifely we the wifer Eaft 
Pity, fuppofing them opprefs'd 
With tyrants* force, whofe law is will. 
By which they govern, fpoil, and kill : 
Each nymph, but moderately £ur. 
Commands with no lefs rigour here* 



EDMUND WALLER. 



Should fome brave Turkj that walks among 
His twenty lafTcs^ bright and young. 
And beckons to the willing dame» 
Pieferr'd to quench his piefent flame ; 
Behold as many gallants hm. 
With modeft guiie and filent fear. 
All to one female idol bend. 
While her high pride does fcarce defcend 
To mark their follies, he would fwcar 
That thefe her guard of eunuchs were ; 
And that a more majeftic queeuj 
Or humbler flaves, he had not feen. 

All this with indignation fpoke. 
In vain I ftruggled with the ydce 
Of mighty Love : that conquering look. 
When next beheld, like lightning ftrook 
My blafted foul, and made me bow 
Lower than thofe I pitied now. 

So the tall ftag, upon the brink 
Of fome fmooth ftream about to drink. 
Surveying there his armed head. 
With (hame remembers that he fled 
The fcomed dogs ; refolves to try 
The combat next ; but if their cry 
Invades again his trembling ear. 
He ftraight refumes his wonted care. 
Leaves the untafted fpring behind. 
And, wing'd with fear, outflies the wind. 



SDmim WALLER. 



SONG. 

Go, lovdyrofc! 
Tell her that waftes her time and me. 

That now fhe knows 
When I lefemble her to thee. 
How fweet and fair fhe feems to be* 

Tell her, that's young. 
And fhuns to have her graces fpied. 

That hadft thou fprung 
In dderts, where no men abide. 
Thou muft have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired. 

Bid her come forth, 
Sufier herfelf to be defired. 
And not bluih fo to be admired* 

Then die, that (he 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee : 
How fmall a part of time they fliare. 
That are fo wondrous fweet and fair ! 



EDMUND WALLER. 



rO FHILLIS. 

Phillis> why (hould we delay 
Fleafures fhorter than the day ? 
Could we (which we never can) 
Stretch our lives beyond their ipan. 
Beauty like a (hadow flies. 
And our youth before us dies. 
Or would youth and beauty ftay. 
Love hath wings, and will away. 
Love hath fwifter wings than time» 
Change in love to heav'n doth climb ; 
Gods^ that never change their ftate^ 
Vary oft their love and hate. 
Fhillis, to this truth we owe 
All the love betwixt us two ; 
Let not you and I inquire 
What hath been our paft defire ; 
On what (hepherds you have fmil'd. 
Or what nymphs I have beguil'd; 
Leave it to the planets too 
What we fhall hereafter do ; 
For the joys we now may prove. 
Take advice of prefent love. 



EDMUND WALLER. apj 



ON A GIRDLE. 

That which her Oender waift coniin'd. 
Shall now my jo3rful tem[4es bind : 
No monarch bat would give his crown. 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heart's extreme^ fphere. 
The pale which held that lovely deer. 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love> 
Did all within this circle move ! 

A narrow compafs ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair : 
Give me but what this riband bound. 
Take all the reft the fun goes round. 



rO THE MUTABLE FAIR. 

Here, Celia ! for thy fake I part 
With all that grew fo near my heart ; 
The paffion that I had for thee. 
The faith, the love, the conftancy! 
And, that I may fuccefsful prove. 
Transform myfelf to what yt)a love, • 

Fool that I was ! fo much to prize 
Thofe fimple virtues you deipife : 



EDMUND WALLER. 



Fool ! that witfafuch dull arrows ftrove^ 
Or hop'd to reach a flying dove : 
For you« that are in motion ftill. 
Decline our force, and mock our ikill, 
Whoj like Don Quixote, do advance 
Againft a windmill our vain laaoe* 

Now will I wander through the air. 
Mount, make a ftoop at every fair. 
And, with a fancy unconfin'd, 
(Aslawlefs as die fea or wind) 
Furfue you wfaerefoe'er you fly. 
And with your various thoughts comply. 

The formal ftars do travel ib 
As we their names and conrfes know ; 
And he that on their changes looks. 
Would think them govem'd by our books : 
fiut never were the clouds reduced 
To any art : the motion ufed 
By thofe free vapours, is fo light. 
So frequent, that the coiiquer^d fight 
Defpairs to find the rules diat guide 
Thofe gilded fhadows as thqr Aide* 
And, therefore, of the fpacioos air 
Jove's royal confort had the caie ; 
And by that power did once efcape. 
Declining bold Ixion's rape ; 
She, with her own refeniblance graced 
A ihining cknd, which he embraoed. 



EDMUND WALLER. 



Such was that image, fo it fmiled 
With Teeming kindnefs, which beguiled 
Your Thyrfis lately, when he thought 
He had his fleeting Celia caught, 
'Twas (haped like her, but for the fair. 
He fill'd his arms widi yielding air* 

A fate for which he grieves the lefs, 
£ecaufe the gods had like fuccefs. 
For in their ftory, one, we fee, 
Furfues a nymph, and takes a tree : 
A fecond, with a lover *s hade 
Soon overtakes whom he had chas*d ; 
But ihe that did a virgin feem, 
Foifefs'd, appears a wand'ring ftream : 
For his fuppofed love, a third 
Lays greedy hold upon a bird. 
And ftands amaz'd to find his dear 
A wild inhabitant of air. 

To thefe old tales fuch nymphs as yo« 
Give credit, and ftill make them new« 
The amorous, now, like wonders find 
In the fwift changes of your mind. 

But, Celia, if you apprehend 
The mufe of your incenfed friend. 
Nor would that fhe record your blame. 
And make it live repeat the iame. 



EDMUND WALLER. 



Again deceive him* and again. 

And then he fwears he'll not complain : 

For ftill to be deluded fo 

Is all the pleafure loven know ; 

Who, like good falconen, take delight 

Not in the quany, but the flight. 



rO A LADY IN REriREMENT. 

Sbbs not my love how time refomes 
The glory which he lent thefe flowers ? 

Though none (hould tafte of their perfumes. 
Yet muft they live but fome few hours ; 
Time what we forbear devours. 

Had Helen, or the Egyptian queen. 
Been ne'er fo thrifty of their graces, 

Thofe beauties muft at length have been 
The fpoil of age, which finds out facet 
In the moft retired places. 

Should fome malignant planet bring 
A barren drought, or ceafelcfs fliow*r. 

Upon the autumn or the fpring. 

And fpare us neither fruit nor flow'r. 
Winter would not ftay an hour. 



EDMUND WALLER. 



Could the refolve of love's neglc^^ 
Preferve you from the violation 

Of coining years> then more refped 
Were due to fo divine a fafhion ; 
Nor would I indulge my paflion. 



OF ENGLISH FERSE. 

Poets may boaft, as fafely vain. 
Their works (hall with the world remain : 
Both bound together, live or die. 
The verfes and the prophecy. 

But who can hope his line (hould long 
Laft in a daily changing tongue ? 
While they are new, envy prevails. 
And, as that dies, our language fails. 

When architefls have done their part. 
The matter may betray their art : 
Time, if we ufe ill-chofen ftone. 
Soon brings a well-built palace down* 

Poets, that lading marble ieek, 
Muit carve in Latin or in Greek : 
We write in fand; our language grows. 
And, like the tide, our work overflows. 



EDMUND WALLER. 



Chaocer his icDfe can only boaft« 
The glory of his numbers loft ! 
Years have defac'd his matchlefs ftndn. 
And yet he did not fing in yuiu 

The beaoties which adom'd that age» 
The (hining objeds of his page. 
Hoping they (hoald immortal prove^ 
Rewarded with faccefs his love. 

This was the generous poet's fcope. 
And all an Engliih pen can hope. 
To make the Eeiir aj^rove his flame. 
That can fo far extend their name. 

Ver(e, thus defign'd, has no ill fate. 
If it arrive but at the date 
Of fisiding beauty ; if it prove 
But as long-liv'd as the prefent love. 



SONG. 

Whil E I liften to thy voice, 
Chloris, I feel my life decay : 

That powerful noife 

Calls my fleeting foul away. 

Oh ! fupprefs that magic found 

Which dcftroys without a wound. 



EDMUKD WALLER. 



Peace^ Chlorisl peace! orfingingdie> 
That together you and I 

To heav'n may go ; 

For all we know 
Of what the blefled do above. 
Is that they fing, and that they love. 



FLATMAN. 



This poet is a miferaUe imitator of Cotvley, Of tie three 
foUvwing extra£h, the firfi isintbehefi fiyle of bis poetry ; 
the feeoHd a jpedmen of his ivit ; and the third is remarkable 
from its bavimg been imitated 6y Mr, Pope^ in bis Ode of 
« The Dying Cbnftian" 



SONG. 

Re mov'd from fair Urania's eyes. 

Into a village far away. 

Fond Aflrophil began to fay : 
** Thy charms, Urania, I defpife ; 
** Go, bid fome other fliepherd for thee die, 
** That never underftood thy tyranny,*' 

Retum'd at length, the amorous fwain. 
Soon as he faw his deity, 
Ador'd again and bow'd his knee. 

Became her (lave, and wore her chain. 

The needle thus, that motionlefs did lie, 

Tremblesandmoves whenthelov'dloadftone'sby. 



FLAT MAN. 



301 



SONG, 

How happy a thing were a weddings 
And a bedding. 
If a man might purchafe a wife. 
For a twelvemonth and a day ; 
Bat to live with her all a man's life* 
For ever and for aye; 
Till Ihe grow as grey as a cat. 
Good faith, Mr. Parfon, I thank you for that. 



SONG. 

A THOUGHT ON DEATH. 

Wh EN on my fick bed I languifh. 
Full of forrows, full of anguifh ; 
Fainting, gafping, trembling, crying. 
Panting, groaning, fpeechlefs, dying,—*— 
Methinks I hear fomc gentle fpirit fay. 
Be not fearful, come away ! 



CHARLES COTTON. 



Tbu pleajing and elegant author ivas principally £JHnptiJjed ly 
bis ** Flrgil TraveJUe^* and eU>er iurlefque TranflatimUf 
and in this Jlyle of writing tvat confidered as only inferior U 
Butler. Hit « Complete Angleri* pubUfbed by Sir Jobm 
HawKnt^ togetber witb tbat of Jfaac fValton^ h alfo a 
d^ervedly popular performance, tbe feiUnuittg pieces are ex- 
traSed from bis "Foems on feveral Occaftonsy o&avo, 1689." 

rO CHLORIS. 

Lord ! how you take upon you flill ! 

How you crow and domineer I 
How ftill exped to have your will. 

And carry the dominion clear. 

As you were ftill the fame that once yon were! 

Fie, Chloris, 'tis a grofs miftake. 
Correct your errors, and be wife ; 

I kindly ftill your kindnefs take. 

But yet have learn*d, though love I prize^ 

Your froward humours to defpife. 

And now difdain to call them cruelties. 

I was a fool while you were fair. 

And I had youth t' excufe it ; 
And all the reft are fo that lovers are: 
I then myfelf your vafTal fware. 
And could be ftill fo (which is rare). 
But on condition that you not abufe it. 



CHARLES COTTON. 
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'Tis beauty that to woman-kind 

Gives all the rule and fway ; 
Which once declining, or declin'd. 

Men afterwards unwillingly obey. 

Yet flill you have enough^ and more than needs* 

To rule a more rebellious heart than mine ; 
For as your eyes ftill (hoot, my heart ftill bleeds. 
And I mnil be a fubjedl dill : 
Nor is it much againfl my will. 
Though I pretend to wreftle and repine. 

Your beauties, fweet, are at their height. 

And I muil ftill adore; 
New years new graces ftill create. 
Nay, maugre time, mifchance, and fate, 
. You in your very ruins (hall have more 
Than all the beauties that have grac'd the 
world before. 
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EXTRACT 

IROM •« CONTIHTATION ADDRESSED TO ISAAC WALTON. 

O SENSELESS man, that murmars ftill 
For happinefs, and does not know^. 

Even thoagh he might enjoy his will. 
What he would have to make him fo. 

Is it tme happinefs, to be 

By undifcerning fortune plac'd 
In the mod eminent degree. 

Where few arrive, and none ftand faft ? 

Titles and wealth are fortune's toils. 
Wherewith the vain themfelves enfhare; 

The great are proud of borrow'd fpoils. 
The mifer's plenty breeds his care. 

Nor is he happy who is trim, 
Trick'd up in favours of the fair ; 

Mirrors, with ev'ry breath made dim. 
Birds, caught in ev'ry wanton fnare. 

'Tis contentation, that alone 

Can make us happy here below ; 
And when this little life is gone. 

Will lift us up to heaven too. 



CHARLES COTTON. 



A very little fatisfics 

An honeil and a grateful heart ; 
And who would more than will fuffice^ 

Does covet more than is his part. 

That man is happy in his fliare. 
Who is warm clad* and cleanly fed ; 

Whoie neceflaries bound his care. 
And honeft labour makes his bed* 



SONG. 

Prithee^ why fo angry, fweetf 

'Tis in vain 

To diflemble a difdain ; 
That frown i*th' infancy FU meet. 

And kifs it to a fmile again* 

When thy rofy cheek thus checks 
My offence, 

I could fin with a pretence; 
Thro* that fweet chiding blufli there breaks 
So fair, fo bright an innocence. 

Thus your very frowns entrap 
My defire. 

And inflame me to admire 
That eyes, drefs'd in an angry fliape. 
Should kindle, as with amorous fire. 



CHARLES corroN. 



LAURA SLEEPING 

.ODE. 

W^iNDs, whifpcr gently while flic fleeps^ 
And fan her with your cooling wings^ 

Whilft ftie her drops of beauty weeps. 
From pure, and yet-unriy^'d fprings* 

Glide over beauty's field, her face. 
To kifs her lip and cheek be bold. 

But with a calm and ftealing pace. 
Neither too rude, nor yet too cold* 

Play in her beams, and crifp her hair. 
With fuch a gale as wings foft love; 

And with fo fweet, fo rich an air. 
As breathes from the Arabian groYC. 

A breath as hufli'd as lovers' figh. 
Or that unfolds the morning's door; 

Sweet, as the winds that gently fly 
To fweep the fpring's enamell'd floor. 



cHAfiLSS corroN,, 



THE JOTS OF MARRIAGE. 

How uneafy i$ his liife^ 
Who is troubled with a wife! 
fie Ihe ne'er fo fair or comely. 
Bp Ihe ne'er fo foul or homely. 
Be fhe ne'er fo young and toward. 
Be fhe ne'er fo old and fro ward. 
Be (he kind, with arms enfolding. 
Be (he crofs, and always fcolding. 
Be (he blithe, or melancholy. 
Have (he wit, or have (he folly. 
Be (he wary, be Ihe fquand'ring. 
Be (he ftaid, or be fhe wand'ring. 
Be fhe conflant, be fhe fickle. 
Be fhe fire, or be fhe ickle ; 
Be fhe pious, or ungodly. 
Be fhe chafle» or what founds oddly : 
Laflly, be fhe good or evil. 
Be fhe faint, or be fhe devil. 
Yet, uneafy is his life 
Who is married to a wife. 



CHARLES corroir. 



lAURA WEEPING. 

ODE. 

Chaste, lorelj Laiira, 'gan difcloie. 
Drooping with forrow from her bed ; 

As with ungentle (how'rs the rofe, 
O'ercharg'd with wet, declines her head. 

With 'z dejefled look and pace, 
Negledtingly (he *gari appear : 

When meeting with her tdl-tale glafs. 
She faw the face of forrow there. 

Sweet forrow drefs'd in fach a look. 
As love would trick to catch deiire ; 

A (haded leaf in beauty's book, 
Charafier'd with clandeftine fire. 

Then a full fliower of pearly dew. 
Upon her fnowy bieaft 'gan fall. 

As indue homage to beftrew. 
Or mourn her beauty's funeral. 

Spare> Laura, fpare thofe beauty's twins. 
Do not our world of beauty drown. 

Thy tears are balm for others' fins. 
Thou know*ft not any of thine own. 
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SIR RICHARD FANSHAW. 



The ftiUnjoing exiraSl is taken from bis poems^ publijbed tvitb 
the Tranjlation of II PaftoT fido, 1676,— 7^tf/wr frfi 
lines are fart of another fonnet. 



Thou bluihing rofe, within whofe virgin leaves 

The wanton wind to iport himielf prefumes^ 
Whilft from dieir rifled wardrobe he receives 

For his wings purple^ for his breath perfumes. 
Blown in the morning, thou lhalt fade ere noon ; 

What boots a life which in fuch hafte forfakes thee \ 
Thou 'rt wondrous frolic> being to die fo foon. 

And paflmg prond a little colour makes thee* 
If thee thy brittle beauty fo deceives. 

Know then, iit thing that fwells thee is thy bane; 
For the fame beauty, doth in bloody leaves 

The fentence of thy early death contain. 
Some clown's coarfe lungs will poifon thy fweet flow*r* 

If by the carelefs plough thou (halt be torn. 
And many Herods lie in wait each hour. 

To murder thee as foon as thou art bom. 
Nay, force thy bud to blow, their tyrant breath 
Anticipating life to haften death. 



LORD ROCHESTER. 



SONG. 



iKtVLTiNG beautf, yoa mis-fpeoid 

Thole frowns upon your (lave; 
Your fcom againft fuch rebels bend. 
Who dare with confidence pretend 
That other eyes their hearts defend 
From all the charms yoa have. 

Your conquering eyes fo partial arc. 

Or mankind is fo duU, 
That while I languifh in defpdr 
Many proud fenfelefs hearts declare. 
They find you not fo killing fair. 

To wilh you merciful. 

They, an inglorious freedom boaft ; 

I triumph in my chain ; 
Nor am I unreveng'd, though loft. 
Nor you unpunifh'd, though unjuft. 
When I alone> who love you moft. 

Am kill'd with your difdain. 



LORD BRISTOL. 



SONG. 

SsE^Ofee! 

How every tree. 

Every bower. 

Every flower, 
A new life gives to others' joys, 

Whilftthatl 

Grief-ftricken lie. 

Nor can meet 

With any fweet 
But what fafter mine deftroys* 
What are all the fenfes' pleafures^ 
When the mind hath loft all meafuree ? 

Hear, O hear! 

How fweet and clear 

The nightingale. 

And waters fall 
In concert join for others* ears, 

Whilft to me. 

For harmony. 

Every air 

Echoes defpair. 
And every drop provokes a tear* 
What are all the fenfes* pleafures. 
When the mind bath loft all meafuretf 
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G. HERBERT. 



LIFE. 

I MADE a pofy> while the day ran by : 
Here will I iinell my remnant out, and tie 

My life within this band. 
Bat time did beckon to the flow'rs^ and they 
By noon« moft cunningly, did fteal away> 

And wither in my hand. 
My hand was next to them> and then my heart; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part. 

Time's gentle admonition ; 
Who did fo fweetly death's fad tafte convey. 
Making my mind to fmell my fatal day. 

Yet fug'ring the fnfpicion. 
Farewel, dear flow'rs ! fweetly your time ye fpent. 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for fmell and ornament. 

And after death for cures. 
I follow ftraight, without complaints or grief. 
Since, if my fcent be good, I care not if 

It be as fhort as yours. 



MRS. BEHN. 



SONG, 

Love in fantaftic triumph fat^ 

While bleeding hearts around him flow'd^ 
For whom freih pains he did create. 

And ftrange tyrannic pow'r he fhow'd : 
From thy bright eyes he took his fire. 

Which round about in fport he hurl'd ; 
But 'twas from mine he took defire. 

Enough t' inflame the amorous world. 

From me he took his fighs and tears. 

From thee his pride and cruelty. 
From nie his languifhment and fears. 

And ev*ry killing dart from thee. 
Thus thou and I the god have arm*d. 

And fet him up a deity ; 
But my poor heart alone is harm'd, 

Whilft thine the vidtor is, and free. 



3X4 



From SeUa Ayruj pritded for J, Pkyjord, 
1669. 



HU£ 4»D cur jFTtx CHLORJS. 
I. 

Tell me^ ye wand*ring fpirits of the air. 
Did you not fee a nymph more bright, more fair 
Than beauty's darlings or of looks more fweet 
Than ftol'n content ? If fuch a one ye meet« 
Wait on her hourly^ wherefoe'er (he flies^ 
And ciy, and cry> Amyntor for her abfence dies. 
II* 

Go fearch the valleys, pluck up ev'ry rofe. 
You'll find a fcent, a blufh of her in thofe. 
Fiih, fi(h for pearl or coral, there you'll fee 
How oriental all her colours be* 
Go call the echoes to your aid, and cry, 
Chloris, Chloris, for that's her name for whom I die. 
Ill* 

But ftay awhile, I have infbrm'd you ill. 

Were (he on earth, fhe had been with me ftill; 

Go, fly to heav'n, examine ev'ry fphere. 

And try what liar hath lately lighted there* 

If any brighter than the fun you fee. 

Fall down, fall down, and worfhip it» for that is (he ! 



315 



DR. KING. 



THE SURRENDER. 

^Ay once dear loYe> haplefs that I no more 
Muft call thee fo« the rich afiedion's (lore 
That fed on hopes, lies now exhauft and fpent. 
Like fums of treafare unto bankrupts lent* 
We that did nothing ftudy, but the way 
To love each other, with which thoughts the day 
Rofe with delight to us, and with them fet, 
Muft learn the hateful art, how to forget. 
We that did nothing wifti that Heav'n could give. 
Beyond ourfelves, nor did deiire to live 
Beyond that wi(h ; all theie now cancel muft. 
As if not writ in faith, but words, and duft. 
Yet witnefs thofe clear vows that lovers make; 
Witnefs the chafte delires that never brake 
Into unruly hearts ; witnefs that breaft 
Which in thy bofom anchor'd his whole reft j 
'Tis no default in us, I dare acquit 
Thy maiden faith, thy purpofe fair and white 
As thy pure felf ; crofs planets did envy 
Us to each other, and Heav'n did untie 

Fafter than vows could bind - - 

------ like turtle doves 
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DR. KING. 



Diilodged from their haunts> we muft in tears 
Unwind a love, knit np in many years ; 
In this laft kifs I here funender thee 
Back to thyfelf ; fo thou again art free. 
Thou, in another, fad as that, re-fend 
The trueft heart that lover e'er did lend. 
Now torn from each, fo fare our (ever'd hearts 
As the divorc'd fool from her body parts* 



JFroOT a colUHioH entitlea <* WiT restored." 
Edit. 1658. Duod. 



PHILLIDA FLOUTS ME. 

Oh ! what a pain is love ; 

How (hall I bear it? 
She will unconilant prove^ 

I greatly fear it. 
She fo torments my mind. 

That my ftrength faileth. 
And wavers with the wind. 

As a (hip that faileth ; 
Pleafe her the beft I may. 

She looks another way ; 

Alack and well- a-day ! 

Phillida flouts mei 

All the fair yefterday 

She did pafs by me ; 
She look'd another way. 

And would not fpy me. 
I woo'd her for to dine. 

But could not get her. 

Will had her to the wine; 

He might entreat her. 



With Daniel (he did dance* 
On me (he look'd aikance* 
Oh ! thrice unhappy chance! 

Fhillida flouts me! 

Fair maid ! be not fo coy^ 

Do not difdain me ; 
I am my mother s joy. 

Sweet ! entertain me ! 
She'll give me, wheaihedics^ 

All that is fitting; 
Her poultry, and her bee^ 

And her gecfc fitting ; 
A pair of mattrafs beds* 

And a bagful of flueds; 
And yet for all this goods 

Fhillida flouts me ! 

She hath a clout of mine. 

Wrought with good Coveitiiy, 
Which fhe keeps for a fign 

Of my fidelity* 
But i' faith, if flie flinch. 

She (hall not wear it; 
To TiBB, my t'other wench, 

1 mean to bear it. 
And yet it grieves my heart 

So foon from her to part ! 
Death ilrikes me with his dart ! 

Fhillida flouts me ! 



Thoa fhalt eat cords and cream 

All the year lafting ; 
And drink the cryftal ftream, 

Fleafant in tafting : 
Wigge and whey^ while thou barft> 

And ramblc-beny, 
Pye-lid and pafty cruft. 

Pears, plums, and cherry; 
Thy raiment (hall be thin. 

Made of a weaven ikin ; 
Yet all not worth a pin ! 

Fhillida flouts me ! 

Fair maidens, have a care. 

And in time take me ; 
I can have thofe as fair. 

If you forfake me. 
For Doll the dairy-maid 

Laugh'd on me lately^ 
And wanton Winifred 

Favours me greatly. 
One throws milk on my clothes. 

T'other plays with my nofe : 
What wanton figns are thofe ? 

Phillida flouts me 1 

I cannot work and fleep 

All at a feafon ; 
Love wounds my heart fo deep. 

Without all reafon. 



I *gin to pine away. 
With grief and fbrrow. 

Like to a fatted bead 
Penn'd in a meadow* 

I (hall be dead, I fear. 
Within this thouland year. 

And all for very fear I 

Phillida flouts me 



Inm tie fame^ by D, Stroad. 

ANSWER TO « THE LOVER's MELANCHOLY,' 



Return, my joys! and hither bring 

A tongue not made to fpeak but fing ; 

A jolly fpleen, an inward feaft, 

A caufelefs laugh without a jeft ; 

A face which gladnefs doth anoint« 

An arm, for joy, flung out of joint ; 

A fpriteful gait that leaves no print. 

And makes a feather of a flint; 

A heart that's lighter than the air. 

An eye ftiU dancing in its fphere; 

Strong mirth which nothing (hall controul, 

A body nimbler than a foul ; 

Free wand'ring thoughts, not tied to mufe. 

Which, thinking all things, nothing chufe. 

Which, ere we fee them come, arc gone; 

Thefe life itfelf doth feed upon : 

Then take no care, but only to be jolly. 

To be more wretched than we muft, is folly. 



Thii Utile piece is modern ; hud it is fo heauH/id am imit a t it m 
of the eU peets^ that it is frefumed every reader woUl Jit 
it %uitb pleafure in ibis coUe&ien, 



THE jrr. 

Flow yonder ivy courts the oak. 
And clips it with a falfe embrace I 

So I abide a wanton's yoke. 

And yield me to a fmiling face. 

And both oar deaths wDl prove, I guefib 

The triumph of unthankfulnefs. 

How fain the tree would fwell its rind! 

But, vainly trying, it decays. 
So fares it with my (hackled mind. 

So waftes the vigour of my days. 
And foon our deaths will prove, I gueft^ 
The triumph of unthankfulnefs. 

A lafs, forlorn for lack of grace. 
My kindly pity firft did move; 

And, in a little moment's fpace. 
This pity did engender love. 

And now my death mud prove, I guefi^ 
The triumph of unthankfulnefs* 



J 



For now (he rales me with her look. 
And round me winds her harlot chain ; 

Whilil, by a flrange enchantment ftruck. 
My nobler will recoils in vain. 

And foon my death will prove, I guefs. 

The triumph of unthankfulnefs* 

But, had the oak denied its (hade. 
The weed had trail'd in duft below ; 

And (he, had I her fuit gainfaid. 

Might ftill have pin'd in want and woe : 

Now, both our deaths will prove, I guefs. 

The triumph of unthankfulnefs. 



rHE END. 



1.0NDON, PRINTED BT T. RICKABT, 
1790. 
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